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What constitutes Newfoundland and Labrador fauna? Tanzania has its stampeding zebra herds, Australia the most marsupials (Platypus - true 
monotreme or elaborate 18th century hoax?), Antarctica its Emperor penguins, 
darlings of movie audiences and perhaps the world's best, get-behind-me-I'll-
stand-at-the-edge-of-that-ice-floe parents. But we are not bereft of our own 
creatures, some indigenous (caribou), some introduced (bison), and some who 
are busily introducing themselves (coyotes). 
As well, we have: 
"The English Setter has a mild, sweet disposition. He is aristocratic in 
" appearance... -Hunter, p. 10 
"The [partridge's] cry, when flushed, sounds eerily like someone with a very 
nasal voice shouting, "Go back, go back, go back!" ... 
-Stardust Nights, p. 20 
"The killer whale. He is a mammal with warm blood, found in every sea." 
- Dr Rachel Bedford, Orea, p. 32 
and much more, in prose and picture, comprising an intriguing menagerie of our 
own, to note and enjoy 
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ARCHIVAL NOTES 
COLL-307 
TI\.lf TO THE 
NEWFOUNDLAND SEAL HUNT 
ARCHIVES AND SPECIAL COLLECTIONS 
BY LINDA WHITE 
This is a scrapbook compiled by P Derrick Bowring in 193 7 fallowing a trip to the seal hunt, off 
the Newfoundland northeast coast, aboard the SS Imogene, a Bowring Brothers ship captained 
by Albert Blackwood. It includes diary entries describing daily life onboard, and photographs of 
sealers, stowaways, and seals. In addition there are original telegrams to Bowring Brothers head 
office from the front, and newspaper accounts of the voyage. There is also a detailed hand-drawn 
chart of the ship's route. 
SS Imogene 
The SS Imogene was built at Southbank-on-Tees, England, 
by Smith's Stock Co for Bowring Brothers of St John's. 
The 715-ton ship, designed and powered to cope with 
Arctic ice, was the last vessel built specifically for sealing 
and participated in the seal hunt from 192 9 to 1940. 
Captain Blackwood was master of the Imogene from 1928 
to 1936 during which time he averaged over 36,000 seals 
per year, a record in the industry 
P Derrick Bowring 
Derrick Bowring (1916-2009) was the eldest son of Cyril 
and Clara Bowring. Born in Liverpool, England, he came 
out to Newfoundland in 1935 to join Bowring Brothers 
Ltd. He rose through the management ranks, retiring 
in 1977 as Chair of the Board of Directors. He married 
Moira Gordon Baird, of St John's, and they had four 
children: David, Paula, Vivian, and Norman. 
Bowring Brothers 
In 1811 Benjamin Bowring of Exeter, England moved 
to St John's and set up a watchmaking company The 
business soon diversified into importing and selling a 
wide variety of goods, and before long it had expanded 
into the cod and seal oil trade. In 1834 Bowring returned 
to England to establish a European end of the export 
trade operating out of Liverpool, leaving the St John's 
branch to be managed by his eldest son. 
Charles Tricks Bowring operated Benjamin Bowring 
and Son until 1841, when he returned to England to 
take over the management of the Liverpool establishment 
from his father, and to establish C T Bowring and 
Company Two of Benjamin Bowring's other sons, 
Henry Price and Edward, assumed responsibility for 
the St John's firm, which by then had become Bowring 
Brothers. In the 1850s both retired to England, leaving 
the management to their youngest brother, John. The 
firm continued to be managed by Benjamin Bowring's 
descendants, Hon Charles Bowring, Eric Bowring, Edgar 
Bowring, and Paul Derrick Bowring, until 1977. 
Bowring Brothers was a thriving business, outfitting 
fishermen and exporting fishery products. The firm 
became insurance agents and in the 1870s acquired the 
contract from the Newfoundland Government to provide 
a coastal steamer service. It also operated a passenger 
and cargo service between England and St John's and to 
points along the eastern seaboard of the United States. 
By 1980 Bowring Brothers was one of 160 subsidiaries 
controlled by C T Bowring and Company worldwide. 
In 1982 C T Bowring and Company, by now a public 
company, was taken over by Marsh & Mclennan, and 
Bowring Brothers on Water Street, and the chain of shops 
across Canada and in the United States, were sold. 
(The original scrapbook is located in the Michael Harrington 
collection, Coll-307. http://collections.mun.ca/u?/ead,525; go 
to http://collections.mun.ca/u?/archives,90. For more about 
P Derrick Bowring see the Bowring Family collection, Coll-157. 
http://collections.mun.ca/u?/ead,524) 
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Linda White is an archivist with Archives and Special Collections, Queen Elizabeth II Library, Memorial University. 
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DEADENDS 
DANCIN~ 
IN THE " 
WIND 
Creative 
BOOK PU BLISHING 
-TUCKAMORE BOOKS • KILLICK PRESS • CREATIVE PUBLISHERS 
Deadends Dancing in the Wind 
Stanley Sparkes 
During the last century, one of the most exciting and dangerous occupations in 
Newfoundland was pulpwood driving. For two unforgettable summers in the early 
1960s, one of those river drivers was Newfoundland writer Stanley Sparkes. 
Deadends Dancing in the Wind is a rich and lasting tribute to the men who risked 
their lives to sustain the pulpwood industry and helped 
to build the province of Newfoundland and Labrador. 
ISBN: 1-897174-93-4 • ISBN-13: 978-1-897174-93-7 
98 pgs, 5.5x9, Paper $14.95 Killick Press 
Finding Me in France 
Bobbi French 
A chronicle of the delights and deprecations of making a dream 
come true. Landing in a small village in Burgundy with only her 
expectations of adventure to guide her, Madame French details 
the unaccountable stumbling blocks and the unforeseen joys of 
her often awkward, frequently perplexing, always entertaining 
journey of discovery. Illustrated with inspiring photographs, 
this uniquely told story is a funny and perceptive account of her 
experience of a lifetime. 
ISBN: 1-89717 4-94-2 • ISBN-13: 978-1-8971 7 4-94-4 
27 4 pgs, 5.5x8.5, Paper $19.95 Creative Publishers 
CREATIVE BOOK PUBLISHING• 430 Topsail Rd., Village Shopping Centre, St. John's, NL A1E 4N1 •Tel. 709-748-0813 •Fax 709-579-6511 • www.creativebookpublishing.ca 
photography. art. design. 
info@granite~~Yl.di@~.ca 
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A RARE 
BIRD 
BY BERNI STAPLETON 
A queer bird has come to live beneath the 
evergreen in my back yard. He is nestled on 
pine needles where the lowest branches of 
the tree hug themselves to form a curtained 
bird stage. I was daydreaming out the 
window one afternoon and saw what at first 
I took to be a large clump of grass. When 
the clump of grass twitched and grew a 
head, I thought it might be an owl. The more 
I peered and squinted the more hypnotic 
were the dark eyes which stared back at 
me. Gleaming eyes, twinkling, but perhaps 
not quite owl-like. What to do but launch a 
Google search? 
Critical individuals have deemed my back yard to 
be neglected but I call it a wild garden, as if for the 
all the world I've planned it that way. I do not mind 
the pissabeds, the St john's worts, or other types 
of miseries and nuisances that grow like, well, like 
weeds. I like to sit outside in all weathers, wrapped 
in an old quilt, reading and meditating on the spiders 
who hang their webs on my wonky clothesline. There 
is a lilac tree which blooms purple lavender once a 
year expressly for the bees who serve as the primary 
8 VOLUME 104 NUMBER 4 2012 
caretakers of my wildish blooms. One plank of what 
I shamelessly call my patio sags dangerously, all 
the better to view the twisted old tree roots which 
writhe beneath. This is installation art. I wonder 
what my mysterious visitor will contribute to the 
conceptualization. 
Touring Newfoundland and Labrador is to always 
be seeking a stage in a storm. Sometimes we flock 
into a community and overtake the parish hall. Other 
times the solitary artist enters with a shy, gallant peep. 
Beyond the main touring route there are endless venues 
carved out of nature. We spout Shakespeare from 
on top of cliffs. We greet a teeming rainstorm as the 
perfect backdrop for an outdoor festival. Artists from 
away pitch here all the time, sucked into the eddy of 
hospitality and appetite. They get spit out on the other 
side, dazed but eager to return again. That is, if they 
ever leave at all. 
My Google search reveals that the visitor to my grassy 
arena is a type of grouse. We had a wind storm only the 
day before, so clearly his navigation veered off course. He 
is pear-shaped and plump. His earthy tones blend in with 
the dull green of his erstwhile canopy His head swivels 
about occasionally, and he blinks from time to time with 
the dignity of a feathered King Lear. Yellowed tufts of 
uncut grass encircle him, his very own set and props. 
I've some very good friends who have extensive 
gardens, replete with flower beds, vegetable lounges, 
and arrays of grasses. My own garden has bushes 
that conveniently grow in a straight line to hold up a 
sagging fence. I know my neighbour wishes I would 
buy a weed whacker and employ it along the property 
divide but I like knowing that if a cow wandered 
through it could happily munch for a year. In any case 
a scythe would be a better tool, if it weren't for the 
rocks that the earth spits up from time to time. 
I open my back door to get a closer look at the 
grouse but it startles my guest star and he agitates a 
bit. Ruffled feathers never spoke such volumes. His is 
the critical eye that matters, so I retreat. This garden 
now has a wild master, as if for all the world it was 
planned that way. He preens, Prospero on his ad hoc 
stage. I think of shows I've done on wharfs and hills, 
competing with the background players of seagulls 
and whales. A breeze lifts a branch, light illuminates 
the playing area, and he begins. A real Newfoundland 
perf armer. We have so much in common. We persist, 
by God, we persist. 
• 
I would like to dedicate this article to the memory of 
another truly rare bird who came-from-away, our long 
time CBC Radio arts producer and reporter Suzanne 
Woolridge, who recently passed away at only 60. 
When "Woolridge here!" was putting out feelers for 
potential articles or features, and she was waiting for 
message recipients and contacts to get back to her, she 
would say "I'm waiting for my stories to come home 
to roost." And she would laugh. My grouse roosted in 
my back yard until the first heavy snowfall, when he 
disappeared, his radar, hopefully, restored. His little 
lodge beneath my tree remains untouched. Woolridge's 
place in our artistic legacy remains, her nest built of all 
the stories, coverage and promotion she gave us. ~ 
B~rni Stapleton is an actor, playwright, and artistic director of 
the Grand Bank Regional Theatre Festival. 
THE RULES 
Stories must be in some form of English (any dialect); 
maximum of 4,000 words. 
Stories entered in the contest must be unpublished 
and not currently submitted to any other publication 
or contest. 
Open to all writers aged 19 and over, everywhere fine 
writing ls done. 
One entry per participant, please. 
Stories will be judged •blind• so include the title of your 
story but NOT the author's name or any revealing data 
on the story Itself. Include a cover letter or cover email 
with your name, mailing address, phone number, story 
tltle and word count. 
Entry fee (includes a one-year subscription to Riddle 
Fence): $35 In Canada; $45 elsewhere. Outside Canada/ 
U.S., please send a money order In Canadian or U.S. 
funds for $45. 
All entrants will receive a one_-year subscription to 
BilJIMeNr;e.1fAln!llfY7eceiving RF? Let us know in your 
cover letter/email whether you want to extend or give 
th Is subscription as a gift.) 
o.dllne: August 3, 2012 (postmark) 
Email your dazzling work to contest@riddlefence.com 
or mail it to: 
Riddle Fence 
POBox7092 
St. John's, NL, Canada 
A1E3Y3 
Questions? Write to 
contactOriddlefence.com 
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Hunter in the Snow, ink and acrylic on paper, Lisa Moore, 201 2. 
The English Setter has been used to hunt birds in England for 
more than four hundred years. 
The English Setter has a mild, sweet disposition. He is 
aristocratic in appearance, which ideally blends stamina, 
strength, grace, and style. 
Revieivs of Breeds http://www. hoflin. com!br/english %20setters 
HE IS AFRAID OF THRESHOLDS AND STAIRS. HE HAS 
LIVED OUTSIDE WITH OTHER DOGS IN A KENNEL. 
HE HASN'T SPENT ANY TIME INDOORS. 
ur house has three steps leading to the front 
door. I stand in the doorway with the leash 
wrapped around my hands, one foot jammed 
against the doorframe, leaning back at a 45-degree angle 
from the floor. I'm pulling with all my might. 
The dog is stuck fast to the sidewalk, his two front legs 
straight as rebar, three steps below. 
The woman at the Dog House showed me the Martin-
gale collars. A small chain loop that can draw the two 
ends of the red nylon collar tighter around the dog's neck. 
English setters have long, elegant necks, she said. 
She shortened the collar and showed me how the slip 
chain works. 
For when you need more control, she said. 
The bright red collar is wedged behind his ears. His 
chin is raised at an odd slant. The look in his eye is not 
distain or even boredom. It is patience. 
I've read: The English Setter can be obstinate. 
I step out onto the sidewalk and push from behind. 
j am my thigh against the dog's back, leaned hard. He 
doesn't budge. 
I put my hands on his haunches, my cheek to his back, 
ph1iVah a mouthful of fur, and shove. 
This is a heavy dog. Sometimes he jumps up on me. 
Front paws against my shoulders, pinning me to the wall. 
Stretched to his full height, like this, we are face to face. 
Eye to eye. Then, without warning, the long pink tongue 
slathers my cheek, knocking my glasses askew. 
On the sidewalk, I put my arms around his middle, 
and half-lift, half-drag. I get most of his body over the 
three steps. His back paws are still on the sidewalk. 
Then I lift the back end, the tail slaps me in the face. 
It takes him a long time to figure out the stairs from 
the first floor to the second. He quivers and whimpers on 
the landing. He lifts his front paws, one after the other, 
and puts them back down, and spanks the landing with 
his tail and is rooted to the spot. And, finally, shaking all 
over, turning a few tight circles - come on, boy, come on 
- he trots up the last few steps to the second floor. 
On his first trip upstairs he finds the full-length mirror 
in our bedroom. He is riveted. He whimpers and sits, 
and then he stands and steps closer, the two noses only a 
few inches apart. What does he understand? 
He is white and speckled black, as though someone 
has cleaned an ink brush by flicking the bristles over 
a thumb. Both floppy ears are solid black and there's a 
small circle of black around the dog's left eye. The right 
half of his face is black. A long cream-coloured fringe 
hangs from his belly and the back of his legs and his tail 
is feathery white. 
On the first night we have him, Steve and I take him 
for a walk around Qui di Vi di Lake with his new collar 
and leash. 
It is snowing and we walk past a parked car with its 
headlights on. It's close to midnight, and there is a couple 
making out in the front seat. The dog trots through the 
headlights of the idling car and fringe under his belly and 
on his swinging tail is aura lit and burning gold and the 
rest of him is in silhouette. 
I understand that the dog is beautiful. I understand 
that I love him. I feel I have fallen in love with the dog. 
All that lolling power and gangly-limbed speed busting 
through the snowdrifts, chunks of snow and glitter flying 
up in his wake, and how he gets lost in sleep, sprawled 
on his side, front paws crossed at the ankle. Do dogs 
have ankles? How he follows us to the front door when 
we go out, whiny and stricken and then he's in the living 
room window, his nose parting the curtains, to watch the 
car pull away And how he's still there when we get back. 
About his paws. Clumps of snow get stuck between 
the toes of English Setters. Sometimes they go limp; 
sometimes they lose a toe to frostbite. We purchase dog 
boots. They are leatherette and Gortex, or some post-
industrial fibre invented for camping on Pluto, swathed 
in Velcro straps. It takes a while to get them on him. And 
then he stands. Head tilted, quizzical. Really? He takes 
a tentative step. His four legs sprawl to the sides. He 
pauses, summons some scrap of pride , turns and struts/ 
slides gingerly out of the room and down the hall. 
But at Quidi Vidi Lake a massive dark stain on the 
snow near the shore begins to spread. A close-packed 
blanket of ducks has sensed the dog's presence and is 
spilling into the water. 
The dog points. 
His mannered gait, the self-conscious grace that has 
made us mistake him for half-human, falls away The 
languid galumph, goofy and cartoonish, that he has 
employed all the way around the lake, dragging hard, 
so that Steve's arm is out straight and the leash is taut 
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enough for a tight-rope walker, this joyful boyish flow of 
sinew and muscle, comes to a halt. 
The dog is instantly all animal. 
Now there is fierce concentration, the exactness of 
the lifted paw. The nose. Animal stillness. He is all 
nose. Is it an unnatural stillness? He was trained before 
we got him. Or does this man-made posture provide 
a threshold back to the untamed, the wild, a feral 
intensity of scent and nerve? 
Steve has heard, from someone in the dog park, that 
the pups of English Setters who were in vitro, while the 
mother was on the hunt, garner a larger price. There 
is a belief in a knowledge passed through blood and 
adrenaline and gun blast. 
Instinct. 
He is just two. He tries to knock my hands away from 
the keyboard when I write. If I have the computer on 
my lap he will try flick it to the floor, step on it. He will 
knock it away and lay his heavy head in its place, his 
loose velvet jowls. 
(/) 
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K ERRI 
CULL 
soak 
KERRI CULL 
poetry sl 5.95 
This collection focuses on physical 
experience and contemplates the 
beauty of everyday life. 
A Blessed Snarl 
SAMUEL THOMAS MARTIN 
fiction sl 9.95 
A vivid story about tangled 
relationships, frustrated faith, 
hidden secrets, and fiery 
. . persistence, set 1n contemporary 
St. John's. 
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One morning, at 5:30, I come into the kitchen and 
there is an apple pie torn from the cardboard box it 
came in. It is upside down, smashed and crowned 
with the silver pie plate. The dog pads into the kitchen 
behind me. We look into each other's eyes. I swear there 
is guilt. A reckoning. 
The fear of thresholds passes after a few weeks. I open 
the front door to take him for a walk and he shoots out 
and I am jerked off my feet, toppling face first, over the 
three stairs, down on my knees on the sidewalk. 
He came with the name Hunter. We wanted to name 
him ourselves. We tried Wonder. Wonderdog. We tried 
Handsome. He is a handsome dog. 
Here Handsome. Here Handsome. Steve felt funny 
calling that out in the woods. We couldn't bring 
ourselves to say it. It seemed to diminish something in 
him. It was undignified. 
We went back to Hunter. Because that's what he is. mr!l 
Lisa Moore lives and writes in St john's. Her most recent novel, 
February (House of Anansi, 2009), was long-listed for the Man 
Booker Prize. 
HERE BE 
DRAgONS 
BRUCE 
H.!fNES 
To Be Frank 
FRANK DYKE, JOAN SULLIVAN 
memoirs sl 8.95 
To Be Frank brings to life the most 
memorable adventures of an 
extraordinary Newfoundlander. 
Here Be Dragons 
BRUCE HYNES 
non-fiction s 19. 9 5 
An account of the strange 
creatures of Newfoundland and 
Labrador. Here Be Dragons is 
dedicated to all those who said 
they saw something and no one 
believed. 
---
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St John's Alley, by Grant Boland (oil on panel, 2006). From City Seen; please see review p. 59. 
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Introducing . .. 
t e runette 
BY MARTIN CONNELLY 
Crew of the Cecilienne Marie. 
It was foggy, the day that the bison 
came to Newfoundland. They were 
two dozen in number, down six 
from the group that had left Alberta 
six days before. And, calmed by 
tranquilizers administered through 
a comically big needle, you have to 
think the whole thing must have 
been pretty surreal as far as 
ungulate experiences go. 
eman Whalen, a technician with the 
Newfoundland Wildlife Division, met the 
bison in North Sydney, the end of the line, as 
it were. There, the animals were lifted by crane from 
the rail cars in which they'd made their cross-Canada 
journey into the hold of a schooner christened the 
Cecilienne Marie. 
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Bill Cooper's long liner pulling bringing a buffalo ashore, with Mr Balsam 
steadying the crate. 
There were two adult bulls, and the larger, a patriarch 
at four years old, had given the minders some difficulty 
along the way Whalen asked a Mountie to stand by, 
rifle at the ready, in case it broke free. Also on hand 
to dispatch the animal was the old buffalo warden, 
Alf Roberts, who'd traveled with the animals from Elk 
Island National Park, Alberta; he'd been ready to have 
done with the bull since it had gotten obstreperous in 
Moncton and nearly kicked out its crate. 
But there was no trouble. Most were yearling females 
("they were cute," admitted Whalen) and it was easy 
work. Even the males went meekly 
Whalen took over feeding and watering the bison 
for the trip across the straits. "You had to be careful 
watering the bull," he said, "because if you let him drink 
beyond halfway he would split the bucket open. His 
face was that big." Being down in the hold surrounded 
by plains animals must have been a surreal experience 
for Whalen too, though his time in the merchant marine 
and the Navy would have prepared him somewhat for 
dealing with strange cargo and unexpected situations. 
They overnighted off Miquelon Island and the next 
day, with the fog still heavy from the night before, 
the Cecilienne Marie steamed into harbour at Mercer's 
Cove, a recently resettled fishing community on 
Brunette Island. Brunette sits about 10 miles offshore, 
right square in the middle of Fortune Bay Shaped 
like a chicken thigh and about the size of Bell Island 
at 7.8 square miles, it's just about halfway between 
Grand Bank and Harbour Breton, and it was to those 
communities that the former residents of Mercer's Cove 
had moved their homes. 
Bill Cooper, a fisherman from Grand Bank, was 
waiting for them, along with his longliner. He'd brought 
out Mike Nolan, another wildlife technician, Tom 
Bergerud, the province's chief biologist, and Uncle Leif 
Balsam, to lend a hand. 
Despite the amount of attention the bison had 
attracted on their journey across the country, there 
were no members of the fourth estate present. It was 
too foggy for flying, and none of the press had had the 
presence of mind to make the trip overland to Grand 
Bank. But Nolan had a home movie camera, and he 
stood in as unofficial documentarian for the unloading. 
• 
The Bison were Bergerud's idea, his pet project. He 
had come to Newfoundland fresh out of the University 
of Oregon as a contract biologist in 1954 and quickly 
became the chief biologist, overseeing research and 
management of the provincial Wildlife Division - then a 
poor cousin to the provincial Forestry Department. 
Still, though Wildlife might have worked on a tiny 
budget, and their equipment might have largely come as 
hand-me-downs from Forestry, it was comprised of men 
wholly involved with their work. 
Bruce Porter, whom Bergerud called "the best 
[wildlife] technician that Newfoundland ever had", 
retired from government work almost two decades ago, 
but he recalled his time in the division fondly: 
"We worked and lived in the days when it 
was fun. I never ever got any overtime in the 
first 20 years I worked ... If we had a project 
we did it regardless. We worked till dark, we 
worked all weekends and everything ... But it 
was a lot of fun. " 
Technicians and biologists worked on even footing; it 
was often said to his credit that Bergerud would never 
ask you do to something he wouldn't do himself; there 
was a lot of respect there. Working for the division 
meant a lot of time spent away from family and friends, 
and a lot of time in the air (the single team covered all 
of Newfoundland and Labrador, so long flights in small 
aircraft were a reality that had to be accepted). But if you 
enjoyed sleeping under canvas and spending time in the 
bush, it was a heavenly job. 
The government was Joseph R Smallwood's at the 
time, and the Wildlife Division had virtual free reign, 
unfettered by paperwork, and limited only by its small 
budget. Even that was not a huge obstacle. When the 
division needed a new Microtome sectioning instrument 
they got in touch with Al Oeming's Game Farm in Alberta 
and bartered a caribou for the machine. That was just 
how you did things in the 'trading days.' 
That kind of frontier approach was evident in the 
way environmental science was conducted, too. One 
project aimed to establish the home range of the Island's 
moose. So they went out with tranquilizer guns and 
began darting, tagging, and affixing targets and cowbells 
to moose found walking down the trail. The cowbells 
made it easy to find the moose in the woods, and 
targets made it easy to identify individual animals. But 
technicians still had to do the surveys on the ground . 
So Whalen took to the air, where he and the pilot (a 
WWII veteran) used their helicopter to drive moose 
out into the open. Every time they flushed one out, the 
pilot would make a low pass, skimming 10 feet above 
the moose's back, while Whalen, out on the helicopter's 
float, opened up the nozzle of a Binks spray gun loaded 
with yellow paint at 100 psi. They managed to spray 27 
moose that way (allowing technicians to perform future 
aerial surveys with ease) but returned to base with a 
helicopter painted yellow from the backdraft. 
"I remember my clothes [were ] yellow too," said 
Whalen. "We had really made a mess." But the yellow 
moose backed up what they had found with the belled 
sample, and now they could reasonably sure that 
moose generally lived within a three-mile radius from 
where they were born. Nobody had even tagged a 
Newfoundland moose before. 
Working within budgetary constraints, the biologists 
and technicians of the Wildlife Division could pursue 
almost any conceivable research project. And in the 
first post-Confederation decades, anyway, they spent a 
lot of time trapping, tagging, and moving the island's 
big game. 
One of Bergerud's main policy objectives, in his 
time as chief biologist, was to bolster the Island's game 
animal population. Caribou herds were introduced to 
15 islands and areas, with the idea that spreading the 
animals around, especially to virgin islands, would help 
them bounce back from centuries of hunting and protect 
N EWFOUNDLAN D QUARTERLY 15 
• 
them from the spread of parasites. When the herds were 
in sustainable shape, the thinking went, they would also 
provide rural residents with another source of meat. · 
An attempt was made to start six more herds, but those 
failed. The trick was making sure those residents waited 
until the herd was strong enough. The biologists were 
always getting on the radio to make sure the new herds 
weren't poached ahead of time, with mixed success. 
In the same vein, Bergerud and his staff worked to 
introduce ruffed grouse from Maine, spruce grouse from 
Labrador, and hare (both snowshoe and Arctic). Red 
squirrels were introduced as a food source too, but for 
the pine marten population. 
"Well, as an ecologist," said Bergerud, "we're supposed 
to leave islands alone. We're not supposed to screw 
them up - a lot of places in the world are screwed up 
because guys like me put strange animals in there. And 
I'm supposed to be an ecologist." 
· But providing game to hungry people was an 
admirable goal, and whatever the trouble they cause on 
the roadways today, the 1904 introduction of moose to 
Newfoundland was considered an unmitigated success . 
They had thrived, and in doing so they provided a 
reliable source of meat to communities otherwise left 
without. Considering the number of children brought 
up on moose meat in the mid-century, said Whalen, 
the introduction of moose should be considered "the 
greatest thing that ever happened to Newfoundland." 
Bergerud decided that, with moose foraging in the 
fores ts and caribou generally disinclined to eat grass, 
there was room on the island for another ungulate - an 
animal that could thrive on the long grasses and the 
sedges of the South Coast bogl.ands. 
· · As outlined by William Keough, Minister of Mines, 
Agriculture and Resources, in a 1963 memo for the 
executive council: 
There are vast areas of Newfoundland 
producing an association of grasses and 
sedges that are totally unused and could 
provide food for animals that would yield 
many pounds of meat, plus additional 
sporting opportunitie~ ... 
Newspaper stories of the time pointed out that it only 
took four New Brunswick moose to spawn a herd of 
40,000 - if the same turned out true for the bison no 
one in Newfoundland would be wanting for meat. 
Bison seemed to fit the bill, and they fit the times 
too. The same spring that Bergerud's bison were 
1 
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introduced a rancher from Saskatchewan named Harold 
Lees picked up a shipment of 1000 head of cattle in 
Goobies, and proceeded to drive them down the Burin 
peninsula towards Marystown, outside of which he had 
established the Flying L Ranch. With new roads being 
built, and power coming to communities for the first 
time, there was an air of Wild West potential to the 
island, geography be damned. 
• 
Three years after the successful introduction of moose 
to Newfoundland, Sir Wilfred. Grenfell brought 300 
reindeer and two families of Sarni herders from Norway, 
hoping that he might have found a new draft animal 
for the snowy Northern Peninsula. The reindeer didn't 
survive, but their legacy lives on in the form of a brain 
worm fatal to caribou, which continues to affect the 
native animals to this day 
Bergerud might have been operating at the edge of 
accepted science, but he wasn't going to make the same 
mistake, which is how it was decided that Brunette 
Island would serve as an isolated test site. 
With the human population of Brunette Island 
resettled in 195 7, the island was empty and ·available~ 
it had a number of distinct landscape types including 
open grasslands, and, so close to Grand Bank, it was 
accessible, too - a perfect petrie dish out in Fortune Bay 
In addition to the bison, wildlife technicians also 
moved moose and caribou onto Brunette, and later 
added Arctic hare to the mix, running experiments 
continuously at least through the early 80s. It might 
have been easier to do a laboratory analysis of bison 
parasites, but actually getting the animals on the island 
together had a very direct finality to it - if something was 
going to happen, the biologists would be able to witness 
it first hand, and it would be contained. 
The plan was this: after they were sure beyond a 
reasonable doubt that the bison posed no threat to 
Newfoundland's endemic species, they would be 
resettled onto the Burin peninsula where they would 
roam free, feasting on sedges, and enjoying all the 
Canadian freedoms of their cousins on the plains. 
• 
In the bison's journey across the country, no moment 
was more dramatic than the unloading at Mercer's Cove 
onjune 11, 1964. And though the press wasn't there 
to witness it, a goodly number of fishermen, some of 
whom undoubtedly used to call the island home, came 
out to watch. 
Without a place for the freighter to dock, the plan 
was to load the animals back into crates, pulled to shore 
by Cooper's longliner aboard a raft that Mike Nolan 
had built for the purpose. Despite the fact that he had 
missed the show, Ray Guy, who got the story from an 
eye-witness, probably Bergerud, told the story a few 
days after the fact in the Evening Telegram: 
Incongruous in their new oceanic 
environment, the beasts, most of them 
yearling cows, were unsettled by the 
undulation of the unfamiliar ocean and 
became unruly 
One of their number, a year-old female, 
broke free though the protective cage 
constructed on the raft and was swept into 
the sea to its untimely demise. 
"That shouldn't have happened," said Whalen, but 
stops there. He had been below in the hold, and more 
than 40 years later is unwilling to cast more blame than 
that. However, when it came time to unload the older 
bull, he elected to stand out on the raft and to attend the 
crate with Balsam. 
"And everything went pretty good," remembered 
Whalen, "until we struck the beach, and the bull backed 
up and ended up tipping the crate into the water." 
When the crate went over so did Balsam. Whalen 
jumped into the chest-deep sea: "I got in the water to 
just make sure that Mr Balsam was OK. And discovered 
that the head of the buffalo was blowing bubbles." 
It was drowning. 
Bergerud vividly remembered watching the bull, 
progenitor of his hopes and dreams, slide into the ocean. 
"All the Newfoundlanders were all sitting on the roofs 
of their houses watching this, the houses right next to 
shore. And I yelled at them to come save the buffalo, 
and not one of them would come." 
He is still disappointed. "They were all so damn 
scared of the buffalo that not one of them would come." 
But Whalen was already there. "So, having known Mr 
Balsam was OK, I got my back underneath the crate and 
with the help of the water I was able to keep his nose 
out of water until someone was able to break the crate 
open and he was released." 
Whalen was a draftsman, and would later serve as 
head of mapping and photogrammetry and chairman of 
the Geographical Names Board for the province. It's not 
every day he was out in the water, wedged under close 
to a ton of bison. 
As Guy put it: "[The bull], 
through its own tenacity and 
the herculean endeavors of its 
attendants, was rescued from a 
watery grave. " 
Alas, it was only a temporary 
reprieve for the all-important 
bull. Bison are famous as 
"And 
everything 
went pretty 
good until 
the bull 
carriers of parasites (indeed, backed up" 
this was one of the main reasons 
for the quarantine) and the 
farced proximity to their waste on the train trip to 
Newfoundland had built up the parasitic ratio in their 
digestive systems to levels inconsistent with health and 
wellness. The big bull, star of the show, was gone within 
a few days of the landing. So too were three of the cows. 
The winter took more casualties and by the fallowing 
summer the herd had only 13 members. One of them 
was the second bull, so there was hope , but high 
mortality and low fertility continued to plague the 
experiment. The total number continued to hover 
around ten for the next decade. 
The bison just seemed to just vanish, and the rumor 
mill had it that there were rustlers from Grand Bank (or 
sometimes St Pierre) to blame. Nobody was ever even 
unofficially accused of grilling up bison steaks out of 
season. But the answer turned out to be environmental. 
In wild disregard to personal safety, the animals were 
venturing out to eat the guano-fertilized vegetation and 
lick the salt-sprayed rocks along the island's cliffs. And 
they were falling to their deaths. 
Gene Mercer, who came up in the early days of the 
Division and studied ptarmigan on the island as a 
Master's candidate, put it this way: 
"I'd walk some of these trails in summer 
and they'd scare the hell out of ya just to 
walk them in summer. But you can imagine 
what it would be like in winter, when you 
had about a foot ledge to walk on - [the 
bison] were like mountain goats over there." 
Or rather, they acted like mountain goats, until , 
undercut by wind and water, the cliffs crumbled, and 
they tumbled down. Bison are top-heavy animals, and it 
doesn't take much of a fall to break a neck or a leg. 
• 
Phase two of the grand plan, the eventual 
introduction of the bison onto the Burin peninsula, 
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never happened. Partly because Bergerud, the drive 
behind the introduction, left his post, and moved back 
west, to British Columbia. With his absence came a 
shift in priorities. 
Technicians were still out on Brunette performing 
counts and recording data, but the era of massive animal 
movements was over, and the bison experiment was 
pretty much running itself. Either they would survive, or 
they wouldn't. 
Porter was out on Brunette almost every year, making 
him more familiar with the bison on a day-to-day 
basis than anyone else alive. In addition to the official 
reports he filed, Porter also kept his own records, and 
recollected that "the calves all seemed to be in excellent 
shape - I lived around them off and on for 20 years - and 
they all seemed to be in good shape, but for whatever 
reason they never ever made it." 
Meanwhile, the moose that had been put out on 
Brunette Island thrived, at least at first, and then, over 
the course of two seasons, died off completely No one 
ever found out why, though there are suspicions. The 
introduced Arctic hare population had exploded shortly 
before the catastrophic decline in the moose population, 
and it could be that they were competing directly for 
f orgeable plant matter. Or it could have been related to 
the bison. The medical work was never done. 
Mercer had become the province's sixth and last chief 
biologist in 1977, and if anyone can be said to have axed 
the bison project, it's him. With the population on the 
brink of collapse, and the animals still dying accidental 
deaths, it was time to move on. 
It was always an experiment, and most experiments 
do fail - that's how science works - but this one was 
dropped. The bison might have made it on Burin 
peninsula, and even Mercer agreed that it should have 
been followed through. But by the time the decision 
came to him, he was uncomfortable with the idea, and 
so he did nothing. 
"They wanted me to lift them onto the Burin," said 
Mercer, "because it was felt that they'd be doing better in 
the barrenlands than in the forestlands. But I said no, no 
way. Because you didn't know, see, you were introducing 
another animal." 
Even after their years on the island, Mercer wasn't 
convinced that the bison were safe to bring to the 
mainland. And besides he said, "the chances of success 
were poor." 
According to Mercer, the end game of wild bison 
roaming on the boglands was likely untenable from the 
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start. Even if the parasitology reports were favorable, 
Newfoundland's boglands are actually incredibly poor 
in nutrients. The only nourishing bits are the shoots 
of the sedges when they come up in early spring, and 
the caribou population was already taking care of 
those. Everything else, the dry yellow grasses of the late 
summer and fall, are of "no value to anybody" 
That was that. The Wildlife Division began to change 
with the political times, and there were no more chief 
biologists. Paperwork became more important. The 
animals were still monitored, but they weren't going 
anywhere, and, one by one, they died. 
As much as the Wildlife Division has continued to 
do good scientific work throughout the province, the 
bison introduction was the only time their efforts 
were recorded in Time magazine, and this episode 
continued to live in the provincial consciousness 
for a long time after. 
In Stephenville the Bison Petroleum and Minerals 
company took over the Atlantic Brewery, and for a while 
Newfoundlanders could knock back Bison Brews. Land 
and Sea made not one but three trips out to Brunette to 
feature the bison, the last time in 1993 when producer 
Dave Quinton and Porter found and filmed the last of 
the herd, a second generation bull, a Newfoundlander 
born and raised. They called him the Salt Water Buffalo. 
He was gone by the winter of 1996. 
A talented lyricist might be able to tie the Brunette 
Bison to the Brunette Islanders, two populations 
who were unable to sustain their community out in 
Fortune Bay But that's a poor metaphor to make, 
and truly, the bison experiment holds no connection 
to the resettlement that restitched the fabric of rural 
Newfoundland. But the bison do have their place in 
history, and it is one more connected to the possibilities 
that seemed so attainable in the mid-century Bergerud 
could have done almost anything as chief biologist of 
Canada's youngest province, and he chose to import 
bison, on the off chance that they would survive. 
And even as the experiment moved from a long shot 
towards failure, the locals loved it. It was hard to go 
anywhere as a wildlife officer and not get asked about 
the bison, and for years the fishermen of Fortune Bay 
would sail by, able to pick out shaggy silhouettes on 
the island's bluffs. ~ 
Martin Connelly is a transmedia journalist based in St] ohn s. 
He has worked across borders both figurative and literal: as a writer, 
photographer, and video producer in China, the United States, and 
Canada. Clips and contact information at www.martinconnelly.com 
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Aquaculture, by Anthony Redpath (lightjet chromogenic print, 2009). Red Stacks, by Anthony Redpath (lightjet chromogenic print, 2011 ). 
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BY DEREK PELLEY 
ALTHOUGH NONE OF MY SIBLINGS WERE 
GROOMED TO BE HUNTERS, OUR FAMILY 
CERTAINLY PARTOOK IN THE BY-PRODUCT 
OF THE KILLING OF ANIMALS FOR FOOD. IN 
SEASON, THERE ALWAYS SEEMED TO BE 
A STEADY STREAM OF RABBITS, TURRS, 
SEA-DUCKS, SALMON, AND MOOSE ON 
THE MENU AT PENNYWELL ROAD. BEFORE 
MOOSE MADE THE QUANTUM LEAP ACROSS 
THE ISTHMUS OF AVALON IN THE 1960S, 
IT WAS A RARE TREAT FOR US, USUALLY 
BROUGHT AS A GIFT BY MY UNCLE GEORGE 
AND AUNT MABEL THOMAS FROM GRAND 
FALLS WHEN THEY VISITED. 
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y father, Alfred, though, grew up in the 
great hunter/ gatherer tradition in Hant's 
Harbour, and when he and my Mom, 
Winnie (nee Andrews), moved to St John's in the early 
1930s, he brought that ethos with him, although it 
was greatly restricted by circumstances. Mom told me 
that in his early days of working for the Newfoundland 
Constabulary, he would get up early and walk into 
Old Pennywell Road in search of ducks before he went 
on shift. Needs must, I guess, but in an age where the 
greatest energy that people can muster in the morning 
is to get in the drive-through queue at Tim Hortons, it 
seems extraordinary 
A single barrel 12-gauge shotgun always sat in the 
corner of the kitchen of our house. It was nothing 
special, and I would often play with it like any other toy, 
marveling at its workings, and pretending to be Davy 
Crockett or Daniel Boone, the back porch and steps my 
own personal Alamo. The firearm itself came with an 
illustrious family history It had belonged to my mother's 
uncle from Cape Island (of Random Passage fame). He 
was carrying the gun when he drowned while hunting 
sea-ducks along shore. His body was recovered, and the 
effort was successfully made to retrieve the gun. Such 
things were precious in those times. I still have it. 
The 12-gauge would rest in the kitchen, year after 
year, except for those rare times when Dad (in his 
impulsive way) would grab it and take off to Hant's 
Harbour after turrs. ('Hunting' was not a word 
commonly used to describe the pursuit of animals. You 
went 'after' things - after turrs, after rabbits, after ducks, 
after moose.) When Dad returned from the Turr-fest, the 
gun was returned to its corner, leaving Mom to pluck 
and clean the bag of spoils presented to her. Anyone 
who has ever done this will attest it is not an easy job, 
especially when they've sat around for a while, and 
require being dipped in boiling water to loosen the 
feathers. 'Going after' them was the fun part. 
Brought up in St John's, I was not exposed to the 
necessity or the opportunity to be groomed for the finer 
points of 'going after' things. In fact, it is my impression 
that such things were considered retrogressive, a part 
of an older way of life that had to be thrown off and 
expunged by education in order to rise up the ladder 
and improve yourself. One man's skill is another man's 
yoke. A few days trouting during the summer months 
was then the closest to Orion, the celestial Hunter, as I 
managed to get. 
In the early 1970s, I was playing music constantly, 
seven nights a week, often with a Sunday matinee, 
plus assorted radio and television work thrown in to 
sweeten the pot. I was a busy little beaver. A popular 
night spot in those times was The Stardust Lounge, 
situated half-way up the steps on the west side of The 
War Memorial. It could loosely be described as a 
Speakeasy, as it was open after all the other clubs closed 
(2 am Monday-Thursday and Sunday, and 3 am on 
Fridays and Saturdays). It probably had no license to 
do so and would be raided periodically by the NLC, 
without any apparent consequences, which is not 
surprising considering the number of politicians who 
passed through the doors. The other clientele consisted 
of ladies of the evening, sailors (Americans were the 
darlings), fishermen from all nations, sports figures, 
musicians, ordinary people just looking for a drink after 
hours, and certain regulars who never seemed to see 
the light of day, judging by their pallor. Nightly, a few 
minutes after the other bars closed, a stampede of eager 
customers would come piling up the stairs and through 
the padded swinging doors, all eager for a drink, or 
other entertainment. It was a great place to play 
The sound was terrific, with all the wood in the 
room, and the dance-floor (which was a rarity, as 
it was suspended on horse hair, and gave an added 
spring to the dancers) was always blocked right from 
the opening song. Because of the unusual horse hair 
construction, when the joint was rocking the PA 
column speaker would rock back and forth in rhythm 
with the dancers. It was a place of fun, frolic, profit, 
and peccadillos. The manager once showed us a 
cardboard box filled with gold wedding bands that 
had been hastily discarded in moments of frolic and 
indiscretion. Altogether it was a wonderful venue for a 
gig, with a guaranteed eclectic audience every night, all 
out for a good time. 
One of my musical mates and a personal friend 
during this period was Joe MacDonald. Joe was an 
avid partridge-hunter, and always had Setter dogs. The 
dogs were, and continue to be, an integral part of the 
MacDonald household. One Saturday, when there was 
little else to do, Joe asked me if I wanted to go with 
him to the Witless Bay Line for a few hours partridge-
hunting. Never one to turn down a new experience, I 
readily said "Yes." 
Off we went, and, before long, Chum, the English 
Setter, was holding a classic stand, pointing at the 
elusive ptarmigan, which were invisible to us. With a 
gentle urging from Joe, Chum crept forward and the 
birds exploded in a cacophony of bawling and beating 
of wings that made your heart skip a beat, and released 
a rush of adrenaline like no other. The birds' cry, when 
flushed, sounds eerily like someone with a very nasal 
voice shouting "Go back, go back, go back!" We never 
followed their advice. 
Joe, being a gentleman hunter, graciously allowed me 
to have first crack at the covey of birds. I had never fired 
a gun before in my life, but had been a careful listener 
to those who had. I lifted the gun to my shoulder, got 
a bead on the first bird, and with Dad's words Lead the 
Bird in my head, I aimed slightly in front of the little 
flying torpedo, and pulled the trigger. The partridge 
plummeted to the ground, fluttering and flapping in a 
cloud of gently falling feathers. I had bagged my first 
bird on my first try It was the beginning of a passion 
and pleasure that would last many years. 
Before the demands of married and family life 
assumed their natural precedence, my days spent 
partridge hunting (usually on the Chance Cove barrens 
south of Cappahayden) were probably the best that I 
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remember. I was in my youthful prime and at the top 
of my physical game. (How I long for those bright 
days ... ) We would play at The Stardust Lounge until 
2 am. Joe would swing by to pick me up at about 
4:30 am, and after a quick breakfast of a bottle of Pepsi 
and a Turkish Delight bar, followed by a couple of 
Export l\s, we would set off for Cappahayden and the 
barrens, arriving shortly before daylight. 
The anticipation of the dogs en route was 
almost unbearable. They would shiver and shake 
uncontrollably, their whining reaching a fever pitch as 
we neared our destination. Once the car door opened, 
they were off, noses to the ground, or held high in 
the frosty morning air, searching for the scent of the 
Rock Ptarmigan that were their whole raison d'etre. The 
dogs would rove out ahead of us in a zig-zag manner, 
covering a hundred times more ground than their 
master, until that electric moment when they would 
freeze, holding a stand until we caught up with them, 
inching forward, noses quivering the whole time, until 
commanded gently to flush the birds. Then it was up 
to us, and their looks could kill if you happened to 
miss! Often, the dogs' paws would be bleeding at the 
end of a long day's running, but they seemed impervious 
to the pain, and only too glad to perform the task that 
they were born for. They were totally satisfied with a can 
of Dr Ballard's as a reward. 
Words, cameras, or paintings cannot capture the 
feeling of standing on top of a ridge or tor on a crisp 
fall day, and reveling in the panoramic vista that is 
the Chance Cove barrens, often with caribou grazing 
on nearby hills. In those rare moments of reverie, all 
was right with the world. 
The finest restaurant could not reproduce the taste 
and enjoyment of the food that we gobbled down with 
great relish during the one or two boil-ups that we 
stopped for over the course of the day The main course 
was either Vienna Sausages, or canned beans, or Irish 
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Stew. Dessert was Purity 
jam jams, or a chocolate 
bar washed down by 
steaming-hot cups of 
switchel, poured from the 
hot-ass kettle which had 
been boiled over an open 
fire. Twigs and leaves only 
added to the flavour and 
patina of the brew. 
These little oases on the 
barrens were natural places 
to stop, usually by the side 
of a fast-running stream 
(of which there were no 
shortage), and near a small 
copse of stunted trees 
THE ANTICIPATION 
OF THE DOGS EN 
ROUTE WAS ALMOST 
UNBEARABLE. THEY 
WOULD SHIVER 
AND SHAKE 
UNCONTROLLABLY, 
THEIR WHINING 
REACHING A FEVER 
PITCH AS WE NEARED 
OUR DESTINATION. 
that could be used for firewood. They displayed ample 
evidence that many had been there before: a ring of 
blackened rocks serving as a fire pit in which the earth 
and sphagnum moss had been burned down to the 
bedrock; tin cans, in various stages of disintegration, 
collected in the fire pit; worn stumps. 
Weather permitting (and sometimes not), Joe and 
I would repeat the process for days on end until the 
season was over. We would arrive back at the road at 
dark, pile in the car with the exhausted dogs, drive back 
to St john's for supper, grab a quick nap, play till 2 am, 
and repeat the process. 
I haven't been partridge hunting for many years, 
and doubt that I would physically be able to do it in 
the way that we did. But, every now and then, while 
trouting or walking, a partridge will suddenly burst out 
at my feet, and, as Mickey Newbury sings, "all those 
funny, familiar, forgotten feelings start walkin' all over 
my mind." mr!l 
Derek Pelley is a writer and musician and member of Figgy Duff 
who is anxiously waiting for the ice to disappear from the ponds. 
-------~------------------------~------_,__~~ ---------·-==---~--
For a review of The New Romantics, please see p. 58. 
NEWFOUNDLAND QUARTERLY 23 
. 
-0-
0 
0 
N 
... 
+-
c: 
lo... 
0.. 
u 
·-c: 
Q) 
O> 
0 
E 
0 
lo... 
..c 
u 
+-Q) 
..c 
+-
0 
0.. 
-u 
Cl> 
a:::: 
)'-.. 
c: 
0 
..c 
+-
c: 
<( 
)'-.. 
...Q 
... 
>... 
-I... ~ 
~ 
I... 
0 
Q.. 
I... 
0 
-·-0 
i-:: 
. 
-0-
0 
0 
N 
... 
+-
c: 
·-lo... 
0.. 
u 
·-c: 
Cl> 
O> 
0 
E 
0 
lo... 
..c 
u 
+-
Cl> 
·.;:-
..c 
O> 
..c 
+-
0 
0.. 
-u 
Cl> 
a:::: 
)'-.. 
c: 
0 
..c 
+-c: 
<( 
)'-.. 
...Q 
... 
Q) 
Q. 
0 
:c 
BY GARY L SAUNDERS 
STANDING ALONE BESIDE A NAMELESS, ROCKY 
NEWFOUNDLAND LAKE, I THOUGHT THE WIND-
BAFFLED HUM OF THAT DEPARTING BEAVER 
FLOAT PLANE WAS THE LONESOMEST SOUND 
IN THE WORLD. WITH BAD WEATHER BREWING, 
THERE WAS NO GUARANTEE THE PILOT WOULD 
BRING THE REST OF THE CREW AND GEAR 
ANYTIME SOON. 
WORSE, I HAD NEITHER COMPASS NOR 
MATCHES, HAVING FOOLISHLY LEFT MY PACK 
ON THE PLANE IN THE EXCITEMENT OF LANDING 
[SEE "ROCKY" ABOVE]. ALL I HAD WERE MY 
POCKETKNIFE, THREE SLEEPING BAGS AND A 
TARPAULIN - AND MY SKETCHBOOK AND PENS. 
IF NEED BE I COULD WALK OUT TO BUCHANS 
OR HOWLEY - BUT COULD I FIND THEM WITH 
NO MAP? 
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y coming had been a rush job anyway It was 
April and I was marking the last dozen exams 
for my Forestry course at Memorial University 
when the call came. Heman Whalen, a provincial 
wildlife technician, wondered if I'd like to be resident 
artist on a caribou research trip in May His boss, Mines 
& Resources' chief biologist Dr Tom Bergerud, was 
publishing a paper on predation and needed pen-and-ink 
illustrations. 
Would I?! The wildest terrain I'd seen all winter 
was Bowring Park where I took my freshman class on 
Dendrology 101 field trips. A week later I was in Heman's 
M&R pickup, bound for Deer Lake and the waiting 
Beaver aircraft. 
So here I was, 500 metres high on the pristine Buchans 
Plateau with nothing to do but draw caribou. Nice work, 
really The sky was threatening rain or snow but there was 
supposed to be a government cabin hidden in the dense 
woods nearby Provided it was unlocked, and the bears 
hadn't trashed it, I might find some tinned bully beef or 
sardines. Maybe even dry matches and a coil of rabbit wire. 
• 
When the plane's last trembling note faded into watersheds. Logging camps sprang up where hitherto 
silence, I looked around. According to Heman the only natiYes and trappers had penetrated. Camp bosses 
pregnant does were at this moment converging along discovered that fresh venison was far cheaper than salt 
well-worn trails toward these bogs and barrens. This beef or pork. 
was their ancestral western calving ground. It was Meanwhile, and from related causes, the herds were 
perfect for maternity: isolated softwood drakes for losing their best friend, the Newfoundland wolf. Friend? 
cover, plenty of food, ample water. Yes, because for millennia Canis lupus terra-novae had 
But they wouldn't stay long. As soon as their long- shadowed them night and day, kept them on the move, 
legged fawns could keep up, the herd would continue made sure they never overgrazed their habitat, saw to it 
north to lusher summer haunts near Sandy Lake, Indian that only the strongest and swiftest survived to breed. 
Brook, and beyond. Stags and yearlings would follow, They were partners in the dance of life. 
led by older females. So any day now this landscape The wolf's final demise was hastened by relentless 
vvould come alive with hundreds of caribou. And it was bounty hunting. In Notre Dame Bay the last £5 bounty 
happening all across the island. Just like in the old days. for a killed wolf was paid by Magistrate John Peyton Jr 
Well, not quite. As late as 1900 there would have of Twillingate to my great-uncle Charlie Francis on April 
been thousands. Island-wide, perhaps 200,000, said 5, 1876. (He got the money, but his wife Eliza likely 
veteran British sportsman and trophy hunter J G Millais killed the wolf - with an axe. She'd found it gorging on 
in his 1907 book Newfoundland and Its Untrodden Ways. salt herring she'd been soaking in the brook, and the ice 
They blocked trains for hours, even days. On the axe was at hand.) 
narrow neck between Grand and Sandy lakes, for \rVhat about Beothuk impact? After all, they killed 
example, gawking passengers watched endless columns caribou for food, clothing, snowshoe webbing and 
marching spring and fall, to and from the Great hides for their seagoing craft (in contrast to their 
Northern Peninsula, their ankle bones crackling like a freshwater birchbark craft). Ethnologist Ingeborg 
million castanets. Marshall wrote in 1996 that on average it took six hides 
Inevitably, "sportsmen" rode the trains to those choke to outfit one adult for winter - mittens, moccasins, 
points each fall, not for winter venison but to collect leggings and all - fewer for children. If we use historian 
trophy racks to keep or sell. When enough rotting L F S Upton's 1977 estimate of 2,000 natives circa 1600, 
carcasses piled up near Howley, outraged citizens forced that would mean an overall yearly kill of three to four 
the government to enact the colony's first big game laws. thousand animals - less, if the clothing lasted longer 
(Hunters could still kill five caribou each, however.) The than a year. 
lawmakers even set aside a patrolled No Hunting reserve Such a harvest was easily sustainable then. And by 
there. Poachers sneaked in anyway. Yet over time the Demasduit's time (circa 1796-1820) it was down to a 
slaughter ebbed. few hundred animals, if that. 
The Reid Newfoundland Company's new railway • 
brought other threats. Cinders from coal-burning Dr BergerudS immediate concern in 1963 was fawn 
locomotives sparked wildfires that raged unchecked all predation. While some bear predation was normal, 
summer. In 1912 one started near Glenwood and nearly western trappers were reporting a boom in lynx 
burned out Gander Bay North, forcing people, including following a bust in hare, their normal prey Too many 
my 8-year-old father and family, to spend the night on hungry cats could spell trouble. A lynx cull might be 
Little Island, where a Mrs Hurley gave birth to a child needed. 
they named Moses. These fires razed not only timber The task of Heman and his assistant_ his name 
but vast acreages of "reindeer moss," the slow-growing, 
ground-hugging Cladonia lichen which is the caribou's 
year-round staple. These fires also torched much of their 
emergency winter food, the Usnea tree lichen known 
locally as maldow. 
And the railway opened fresh timberlands for 
exploitation. Winter roads pushed into the summer 
caribou range on the Exploits, Gander and Terra Nova 
escapes me - was to collect evidence of recent kills (e.g., 
caribou hair in lynx scat), examine newborns for general 
health and telltale wounds, and tag some fawns for 
follow-up. 
By the time I'd found the cabin path and stowed our 
bags, the Beaver could be heard returning. Whew! As we 
moved the last of the gear from pontoon to shore, 
a sleety rain was rattling off its wings. The worried 
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pilot was airborne before we got the rest of our stuff 
under cover. 
Up at camp we chose bunks, unrolled our sleeping 
bags and planned the next day. With a hot fire snapping 
in the tin stove, the tea kettle sputtering, and a pan 
of beans warming, we settled in for supper and a 
stormy night. 
At daylight, wide awake from excitement, I padded 
to the nearest window, hoping to see caribou on the 
hillside beyond the trees. At first there was nothing but 
snow-patched barrens under drizzling clouds. Then one 
of the snow shapes stretched, stood and began to graze. 
We were in business! 
It was odd work, this charging about like football 
players in hip waders, trying to catch baby caribou. 
I kept a wary eye on the antlered does, thinking they 
might charge. But they just milled about and stared. We 
did look funny. 
By next morning the sun was melting the sugary 
snowbanks and greening the dwarf willows and birch 
before our eyes. More tackling, more tagging, and lots 
of drawing. When my sketchpad overflowed I used 
brown wrapping paper. On our last evening a full moon 
silvered the caribou's world. I sketched that too. 
How many we tagged I'm not sure. It's all a blur now. 
A dozen or more, anyway. I do recall the softness of 
those mouse-grey fawns, the tender solicitude of their 
nursing dams. 
Equally hazy is the short return flight to Deer Lake 
(note the resonant name) and our long ride back to St 
john's. After thanking Heman and handing over my 
best drawings, I undertook my summer job of marking 
and cruising the university woodlot. Without caribou 
the woods seemed dull. 
In the 1960s we imagined our remaining Rangifer 
terra-novae would endure forever. Now we're not so 
sure. They were an ancient nation like the Beothuk, 
wild and free. Only a century ago photographer/author 
Radclyffe Dugmore observed in his Romance of the 
Newfoundland Caribou that the merest whiff of human 
scent would panic a whole herd. 
Today's caribou amble across roads without apparent 
fear. Are they - unlike the Beothuk - assimilating? 
Having survived slaughter, habitat destruction, 
industrial clearcutting, hydroelectric dams, four-lane 
highways and noisy off-road vehicles, are they half 
tame? Let's hope not. 
Enter the eastern coyote Canis latrans. Or, more 
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precisely, the eastern coywolf, since it does sport legal 
wolf DNA. Until they landed on our west coast from 
ice floes in the mid-1980s, no island caribou had seen 
or smelt or heard a wolf for nearly a century. Their 
encounter was a biological time warp. How would it 
play out? 
We now know that coywolves hunting in small packs 
on open ground can bring down adult caribou. But at 
half the size of a true wolf, they kill clumsily, mangling 
and chewing the stricken animal to death. It's like being 
eaten alive. Disgusted outfitters claim they kill for fun 
and that, unlike wolves, they waste meat. 
They certainly menace newborn calves. Shane 
Mahoney, director of the government's five-year 2008 
caribou restoration strategy, says calf survival has 
dropped from 60-70°/o in the 1990s to 10% today. In 
some areas it is nil. In 2009 our Gros Morne tour guide 
reported seeing coyotes attack a birthing doe and drag 
the half-born baby from her. Ghastly midwivery that. 
Overall [i.e., adult + calf mortality], caribou numbers 
have dropped by more than 60% island-wide. Hunting 
has been banned in some areas. Could our only native 
deer be approaching that minimal critical mass which 
herding animals need for safety and survival? No one 
knows for sure. 
Meanwhile, a larger threat is looming. Already climate 
change is being blamed for mysterious die-offs among 
barren ground caribou in Canada's North. The problem 
isn't abnormal snowfall, which their spade-like hooves -
"caribou" in Algonquin means "shoveler"- easily scrape 
away to uncover buried food. The problem is untimely 
freezing rain -"glitter"- that padlocks food and starves 
them. Glitter is lethal and they sense it. 
In December 1898, Long Harbour-based game 
warden Joe Rigg saw "millions" - surely tens of 
thousands - fleeing west all night to escape a severe ice 
storm south of Mount Sylvester. They never halted till 
they reached Conne River. Such storms have wiped 
out herds confined to small islands or to mountain 
ranges. Should this weather become the norm in 
Newfoundland, it could be curtains for our beloved 
icon, the world's southernmost woodland caribou 
population. 
How tragic, if one day the only Newfoundland 
caribou left standing is a cold bronze statue in 
Bowring Park. ml 
Gary L Saunders is an author and artist originally from Gander Bay. 
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Over dangerous footing or up a few rickety 
steps he also goes first and then leans over 
and offers her his hand. Under all ordinary 
circumstances, the gentleman precedes her 
only if the way is dangerous or uncertain. 
(Advice for a woman when walking on 
the street or in public from Emily Post's 
Etiquette, 1945 edition, page 51.) 
lone in a small canvas tent, top covered with 
fresh snow, pitched in a hollow among the 
trees on the shore of the Fig River, Barbara 
Mundy Groves heated some water, "bathed & made 
myself Jeel better with a bit of lipstick." She dug among 
her things to find a pencil stub and a compact black 
leather-bound book with lined blue pages, cold fingers 
writing the date, Friday, October 24, 194 7. 
She and her new husband, Russell Groves, have 
traveled for almost a month by canoe and f oat, 
from North West River, a tiny village in the middle 
of Labrador, to his fur trapping grounds deep in 
the interior, near the border of Quebec. They have 
paddled and poled up the rapid water of the Grand 
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River, taken long and arduous portages many times 
to avoid dangerous spots, heavily burdened by all 
they will need to spend a winter in the wilderness. 
Hundreds of pounds of flour, oatmeal, split peas, 
fatback pork, tea, sugar, and the cake she had baked 
for Christmas. 
When they departed the village on the shore of 
Lake Melville, they were in company with the Grand 
River and "Height of Land" trappers, the men who 
go farthest upriver. One by one their companions 
dropped off at their own trapping places, until they 
reached the south shore of Lake Winakapau - Lake 
Winnie - and then it was their turn. They and their 
dog, Spot, left the others and set out for Russell's 
trapping grounds on Fig River. The tent she is 
warming in is at one of his many camps. It will be at 
least another week before they reach the main "house," 
a log tilt (cabin) located at the center of the trapping 
paths. For the first time since they married in August, 
there will be no neighbours, no friends, and no 
relatives dropping by. It is what she has been waiting 
for, she wrote, "the next Jew months are to be just ours & 
ours alone," a romantic thought, but if she was honest, 
a frightening one too. What would she do if anything 
happened to Russell? 
Before she married him she had spent two years in 
Labrador, managing the Grenfell Mission's Industrial 
Shop and living in the comfortable staff quarters of the 
Mission hospital in North West River. She enjoyed her 
job and, in addition, had helped out at the hospital 
when needed. There had never been more than a 
single nurse at the hospital and no doctor during 
wartime, so her assistance was appreciated. As busy 
as she was, she always found the time to go canoeing, 
snowshoeing, hiking, or to take a small rifle out to 
hunt. She and her friends had paddled the nearby 
lakes and rivers, tramped all over the countryside 
picking berries and setting rabbit snares, no outing 
complete without a boil-up. After her first four weeks 
on the river, she had lost count of the boil-ups. 
This was her second time on Grand River with 
Russell. Last year, in the summer, they had come up 
with his sister Nora, and friend john Blake, to see 
legendary Bowdoin Canyon and the Grand Falls, 
higher even than Niagara. As soon as she got to 
Labrador, she dreamed of going deep into the country, 
where the trappers went every autumn. She coaxed 
Russell to make that extra tr~p, before he left for the 
winter. She paid for all supplies and for john, quite an 
outlay of cash, but she thought it might be her only 
chance ever to see the Falls. They made it all the way 
up and back in just under four weeks, then Russell 
and john repeated the journey to their traplines. She 
now knew very well what effort that entailed. In crisp 
fall weather, nearly winter, it was a world away from 
a pleasure trip or an afternoon excursion~ it was cold, 
relentless work just to get to the place where Russell 
made his living. Nothing in her privileged experience 
- growing up on Park Avenue in Manhattan, attending 
boarding school and college - had prepared her in the 
slightest for what she was doing, with the possible 
exception of her much-improved sewing skills, which 
had already come in very handy (At least she was 
competent at something.) 
She had written her mother, sister, and friends 
dozens of times since arriving in North West River, 
describing hf e in a community where the men were 
gone for months at a stretch, while the women raised 
families by themselves all winter. Her long, chatty 
letters were written during quiet spells in her cozy 
bedroom in the staff quarters, warmed by a little 
Franklin stove, or typed in her office at the Industrial 
shop. She was following in the footsteps of many 
Mission workers over the years, volunteers who had 
come to stay for a while, doing worthwhile work but 
usually returning home to the United States or Britain. 
The Mission's magazine, Among the Deep-Sea Fishers , 
was full of stories of plucky Vassar girls who spent the 
summer working in the clothing store or the hospital 
at Mission headquarters in St Anthony, and daredevil 
Harvard boys who crewed on the hospital ship sailing 
up and down the coast. Like them, she had never 
imagined staying in Labrador after her contract was 
finished but now here she was, Mrs Russell Groves, 
filthy, exhausted, cold, and hungry, in a snow-capped 
tent in the middle of nowhere with a fur trapper 
husband who was probably sorry he had brought her 
there. If ever her adventures made it to the pages of 
the Mission journal, she would insist not to be 
described as 'plucky'. 
Her small leather diary had been a wedding gift, 
which she optimistically titled Life begins at 3 7, after 
the popular self-help book Life Begins at Forty . Her 
first entry, on August 12, 194 7 was written in New 
York as she said goodbye to her family and friends 
and prepared to go back to Labrador to get married. 
"Goodbyes a bit choky, but not moist. Hope Ma will live 'till 
I can come back to tell her all is well with R & me." Her 
mother's health problems might have kept her there 
but marrying Russell was what she desperately wanted 
and anyway her sister Harriet was in New York with 
their mother. As soon as she was back in Labrador, 
she knew she was home. "That's the way If eel about it, 
& there's no doubt in my mind that I love R & his country 
very much indeed. May it never change." 
Those were her words on August 16 but only two 
months later her entries had a more anxious tone. 
Were all husbands as taciturn as Russell? Or was 
it just the Labrador way? Thank goodness she had 
the diary The little leather journal was her closest 
confidante, taking the place of her best friends and 
nearest relatives, women she wouldn't be able to 
speak with for months. She may have expected to 
write a breezy account of sights seen, progress on the 
river, the weather, the animals killed and eaten, but 
as weeks went by, she came to depend on organizing 
her thoughts and feelings and releasing them on 
paper, if she could summon enough energy to scrawl 
a few notes. Some nights, after they made camp, fixed 
supper, and hung their wet clothes up to dry, the small 
notebook was put aside until morning. 
Every day was a physical test - she had expected 
that - but also an emotional trial. Why was Russell so 
often critical? She wanted to be a help to her husband, 
but just a few weeks into a long winter, felt she was 
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a useless burden. As hard as she tried, it just wasn't 
good enough. 
Everything I do seems to be wrong. Some things 
I can laugh about to myself as they were just little 
things I that' would be thoughtful to do, but they 
definitely were not wanted. Others I'm just supposed 
to know how to do & I don't. R is discouraged & 
disgusted with me, I'm afraid. (Diary: Oct 16, 1947) 
Freshening up with a little warm water and soap 
was comforting. She was glad Russell wasn't there to 
point out her frequent bathing was a waste of water 
and fuel. She could just imagine what he'd say if he 
saw her applying lipstick in a tent on the trapline. 
That would be another 'first' to add to the already 
long list. 
My first paddle in over a year (and my first all-
day paddle I ever had) has left me aching - although 
not as completely so as my first wash day! We came 
from Muskrat Falls to Stewart Michelin's place 
today and now there are four tents - Warren Morris 
& Walter Blake with us. Geese as we came here. 
Supper is on & R looking for a pole. Made me feel a 
tiny bit better to see Warren M & Walter with stove 
cakes already Yellow, red, and light green leaves of 
birches & dark spruce against the snow lovely. I'm 
not doing very well - almost frozen before 1st boil 
and so bad at steering R threatened "to go home" 
- he was serious about it too. I'd rather die first & 
I'll do it successfully if it kills me. In the afternoon 
he explained what I should do instead of taking it 
for granted I remembered or knew already. If he'll 
only continue to do that I'll be all right. But I know 
so little I can't even ask what to do in different 
cases until I've done the wrong thing & then it's 
too late. I guess it's hard for him to believe anyone 
can be so ignorant of things that are just part of 
him. These last five weeks have been full of "firsts" 
for me - among them: just the ordinary everyday 
housekeeping & cleaning; washing clothes, etc.; 
baking bread; keeping a fire on; getting used to 
no plumbing for any length of time; trying to win 
Phyllis' [Russell's daughter] affection; etc. etc. - to 
say nothing of a first husband. It's been quite a dose, 
but I've lived thru' it. just getting used to a husband 
would almost have been enuf in so short a time! 
(Diary: Oct 3, 194 7) 
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More than once, Russell said he was about ready to 
turn around and take her back to North West River. 
In his experience, competence on the river assured 
you arrived alive, with your food supply secure and 
dry; inability could endanger your life, or even take it. 
He had come up the river every year since he was 12, 
had been trapping alone since he was 15, and didn't 
have much patience with mistakes. He was the only 
trapper with a wife in the country that winter, a wife 
more comfortable pushing buttons for the elevator in 
her family's Manhattan apartment or hailing a cab on 
Park Avenue than canoeing a Labrador river. Paddling 
the fully loaded canoes over calm, deep water was 
the easy part. Getting all their supplies carried to the 
trapping path, over hills, around rapids and shallow 
places, was pure slave labour. 
She worried about how it was for Russell on the 
portages, carrying more than he usually did, all the 
extra on account of her, "for each mile we advance R 
walks about 16." She had done as much as she could, 
feeling stronger after four weeks of daily practice, and 
was relieved to know they were nearly at the main 
tilt without suffering any major disasters. That day, 
Russell continued to portage their supplies, without 
help from her. 
In the aft. R went for a load. I wanted to go too but 
he seemed to want to be alone, so I went for a walk 
alone too, probably did us good! I never could find 
my way about without him - could barely make out 
yesterday's track when shown to me and never, never 
could find one myself like that. Went as far as the top 
of the hill with R & then tried to find my own way 
about & not very successful - didn't dare go too far 
afield. Sat on top of the hill & looked at Fig River - it 
was cold, a kind of day that would be dreary to many 
- not me tho'- the water was dark & loppy and I had 
that same feeling - how wonderful to be off like this 
away from everything & everybody with someone 
you care for. (Diary: Oct 2 4, 194 7) 
Ever since reading Elliott Merrick's True North, 
the story of the winter he and his wife spent in the 
country with a fur trapper, Barbara had fantasized 
about a life like this. Her dream had come true, but 
by the time they reached Fig River, for the newlyweds 
the honeymoon was surely over. While Russell 
was concentrating on getting everything, including 
his city-bred wife, safely stowed at his main camp 
before severe winter weather struck, Barbara was 
preoccupied with how they were getting along. His 
actions and attitude seemed to betray that he already 
regretted bringing her with him and even if she 
was right, it was too late to do anything now. For 
better or worse, they would be living and working 
together for the next five months, several day's walk 
away from their nearest neighbour. In the quiet, 
darkening forest, she recalled the repeated cautions 
from relatives and friends in New York and North 
West River. How many times had she been told she 
didn't know what she was getting herself into, that 
it wasn't a life for a woman? Even those who wished 
her well probably expected her to fail miserably. just 
the thought of it made her even more determined to 
prove her decision to marry Russell and go with him 
for the winter was the right one. 
I finally went out and looked at the snow & trees 
& river & tried to put more pleasant thats in my 
mind. R is everything to me now & all I have to live 
for & things must be well between us; we must meet 
each other half way & make our marriage what we 
both expected - I think we both expected it. I know 
I did - I suppose maybe loving him as much as I did 
- and do - made me dream dreams that will never 
come true. Gosh - how I have thought almost every 
minute of the day & night for two years now of our 
being together & planning together & really building 
a life together that would be complete in every way. 
I knew it was a gamble & I guess he did too - but I 
wanted it so terribly that I had to take it & I've got 
to win. I realize more & more how much I do love 
R & to have things as they are now is agonizing. I 
don't pray very often & I guess the two real prayers 
of my life were for and about R. They were answered 
so maybe now again t'will be: Make things right for 
us - make us as happy as we were. When he went 
away a year ago, just the touch of his hand as we said 
good-bye settled things for me then. I knew we loved 
each other & that I had to come back to him. Don't 
let either of us ever have regrets that I did. (Diary: 
Oct 2 4, 194 7) 
A supper of "delicious beaver" and the snow 
making it "almost like fairyland" calmed her and 
she hoped for a restful sleep after a "nightmarish 
jumble of weird dreams" the previous night. Perhaps 
the worst was behind them, now that they were on 
their own at Fig River. She 
had paddled many miles, 
tried to keep up with the 
men and do her share of 
carrying. She had stuck 
it out and it had been the 
hardest thing she'd ever 
done in her life. Russell 
was wonderfully patient 
some days but occasionally 
I knew it was a 
gamble & I guess 
he did too - but I 
wanted it so terribly 
that I had to take it 
& I've got to win. 
was frustrated by her inexperience. She knew that 
any close call scared him and he would probably 
be on edge until they reached his main 'house' and 
could settle in for the winter. The greatest comfort to 
her was the knowledge that every night, whether in a 
canvas tent or a log tilt, they would be together and 
the trials of the day would fade. 
I've been happy tho'- and am not sorry I came 
back. If only I don't fail tho' along the way. I just 
can't. Last night the moon came out clear and lovely. 
It was a heavenly night in every way for me. I hope it 
was for R. (Diary: Oct 3, 194 7) 
At 3 7, she was with a man she loved deeply, but 
more than that, she had left behind everything 
familiar and easy to join him for life. By rights, she 
should have married a Wall Street executive, or a 
doctor, or banker, and be living in an apartment on 
the Upper East Side. She should be busy with the 
opera benefit committee and lunch with friends at 
Delmonico's, children in boarding school, servants 
doing the cooking, housecleaning, and laundry. Any 
canoeing or hiking would be done at their summer 
place in Maine. A 'cruise' was a trip to France, not 
across the bay to Mud Lake. It was how she was 
raised and how her parents were raised, and it was 
almost the life she chose. She had come so close 
to being that woman, like her mother, fallowing 
the prescribed course, doing what was expected, 
taking the beaten path. You wouldn't find many 
beaten paths around the Fig River she had noticed, 
and if you wanted bread made or clothes washed 
and mended, you had better put the cap on your 
lipstick, get out of your sleeping bag, and do it. mr!1 
Anne Budgell is a journalist best known for her time with CBC 
radio and television. This is the first chapter of a book she is writing 
using the letters and diaries of Barbara Mundy Groves. 
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ARTICl 
A Strange Beast 
of a Movie 
BY ADAM CLARKE 
A common question uttered after 
watching a bad movie is "how on earth 
did this get made?" The 1 977 Jaws 
rip-off, Orea, may be the first time 
Newfoundlanders felt such aesthetic 
puzzlement about a fllm made on our 
turf. Shot in Petty Harbour, Orea tells 
an age-old story: fisherman hurts killer 
whale; killer whale gets mad and seeks 
revenge; killer whale destroys all the 
fisherman holds dear. 
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n Orea, the fisherman in question is Nolan (played 
by Richard Harris) who decides to hunt and kill an 
orca for a lark. Despite the objections of Dr Rachel 
Bedford (played by Charlotte Rampling), the requisite 
sultry scientist in mod clothing, Nolan proceeds with 
his pointless attack and ends up killing a female orca 
and its unborn offspring. Enraged, that dead orca's 
mate embarks on a personal vendetta against Nolan, 
resulting in 92 minutes of cetacean-caused mayhem. 
The end result: killer whale and iceberg 1, fisherman 0. 
Needless to say, the whole thing was ridiculous. 
So, how did this get made? 
The 1960s, 70s, and 80s were the golden age of 
exploitation cinema, when B-movie auteurs made 
movies based on cinematic trends. Popular films like 
Easy Rider, Alien, and Escape From New York inspired 
a litany of knock-offs like Sidehackers, Contamination, 
and Escape From The Bronx, designed to leech off the 
popularity of their more-successful brethren. These 
were No-Name brand films for when you absolutely 
had to see something that was exactly like what you 
just saw, but cheaper. 
When jaws became a box office juggernaut in 1975, 
filmmakers offered audiences plenty of "marine-life-
gone-amok" fare, hence Orea. Instead of opting for 
parody like Joe Dante's Piranha, Orea aimed to best 
jaws and the then-upcoming]aws 2 at their own 
game. Tellingly, Orea begins with our heroes being 
menaced by a shark before the titular killer whale 
kills it eff artlessly The message is simple: sharks are 
about as frail as dear old nan when compared to the 
mighty Orea Orcinus, so get ready for a thrill ride! That 
the killer whale apparently does this to save our main 
cast from a seemingly aggressive shark only highlights 
writer-producer Luciano Vincenzoni's intentions. He's 
going to improve on]aws by giving Orea a sense of 
pathos akin to the original King Kong. 
That Vincenzoni worked under executive producer 
Dino De Laurentiis, the man responsible for the 
critically-reviled (but commercially successful) 1976 
remake of King Kong, gives you some small sense as to 
how well these intentions were realized. 
With Kong's poor reviews still a fresh wound for 
De Laurentiis, Orea loads up on talent to ensure its 
artistic triumph. Directed by Michael Anderson (who 
had helmed Logans Run the year before), using a script 
co-written by Vincenzoni (who had co-written For A 
Few Dollars More and The Good, The Bad & The Ugly), 
and f ea tu ring a cast that included acclaimed actors like 
Harris and Rampling and a rising star like Bo Derek, 
Orea seemed a sure thing. Instead, the film's revenues 
went belly-up. Orea grossed a paltry $14.7 million in its 
theatrical run; jaws made nearly twice that amount in its 
second week. 
In his essay, "A Whale Of A Time", published in 
Saturday Night, author Wayne Johnston recalls how 
"not a word of dialogue could be heard" throughout the 
film's screening in Petty Harbour. There was "bedlam in 
the cinema" as howls of irreverent laughter issued from 
the mouths of those, like Johnston, who had worked 
as extras on the film. The heckling climaxed with the 
credit thanking the citizens of Petty Harbour, eliciting 
"one last, derisive, almost self-mocking cheer, which was 
fallowed by a rush for the exits." 
Indeed, the film may be funnier than Piranha, albeit 
never once intending to be. The critics were not much 
kinder. Orea opened to vicious reviews, particularly 
from The New York Times' Lawrence Van Gelder, who 
claimed that "if it were medically possible to overdose 
on claptrap, Orea ... would be compelled to carry a 
warning from the Surgeon General." 
Orea is a textbook example of "so-bad-it's-just-really-
bad" cinema. Despite its subject matter and B-movie 
reputation, no one capitalized on this by re-releasing it 
under titles like Straw Whales or I Spit On Your Blubber. 
Orea fails to come across as the bleak tragedy it so 
desperately wants to be because the human characters 
are too alien and unlikable to root for, while Harris' 
titular opponent is too adorable to be taken seriously 
as a threat. Orcas may munch on the occasional 
overzealous Marine Land trainer, but they still look like 
benevolent sea pandas. Killer whales are just too cute to 
be the heavy in a motion picture. 
Yet, I come not to bury Orea. At least, not completely. 
While a pessimist would say that it is an inferior copy-
cat of] aws, I pref er to think of Orea as the inspiration 
for 1987'sjaws IV: The Revenge (in which the survivors 
of the first film are menaced by a vengeful relative of the 
original shark) and that film's oft-mocked tagline, "This 
time, it's personal." 
In all seriousness, the saving graces of Orea are 
few, but notable. First, the film boasts a compelling, 
melodic score courtesy of the great Ennio Morricone. 
Morricone's haunting themes nearly achieve the 
impossible by almost convincing a film audience that 
what's unfolding onscreen is high drama. Secondly, 
Orea makes Newfoundland look striking and cinematic 
in a way that no film crew has been able to do before 
or since. The film's director of photography, Ted 
Moore was the DP behind such films as Dr No, From 
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Russia With Love, 
Gold.finger, and The 
Golden Voyage Of Sinbad. 
His gorgeous shots are 
saturated with colour, 
compensating for a dull, 
pointlessly bleak story 
with 90-odd minutes 
There was " bedlam in 
the cinema" as howls 
of derisive laughter 
shot from the mouths 
of those, like Johnston, 
who had worked as 
of eye candy Moore's extras on the film. 
years of experience 
shine through, whether 
the scenes feature menacing fog banks rolling in the 
background or just offer the glimpse of the local 
scenery on some atypically sunny days. 
Orea is no classic, but it is by no means the worst 
imitation of jaws ever made. Actually, it isn't even 
the worst impersonation of jaws made that year (that 
dubious distinction would fall to Tentacles, starring 
Shelley Winters). One cannot help but suspect, as 
Wayne Johnston once joked, that the film's failure 
explains why so few Hollywood filmmakers have dared 
venture here since. In the years that followed, only a 
scattered few feature films were shot in Newfoundland 
by outside hands resulting in such Z-grade fare as 
Anchor Zone and Behind The Wall, alongside the more 
revered The Shipping News. If nothing else, Orea will be 
remembered as the first film created in this province 
by a largely non-Newfoundland crew and one of the 
reasons we try not to let that happen too often. mI.!l 
Adam Clarke is a writer, stand-up comic, and critic. In 2010, 
his first three-act play, Freydis, was produced and directed in St 
Anthony. Clarke's love of popular culture has lead to the creation 
of the Glenn 'n' Karl: RN CBC comic booh miniseries and the odd 
Sylvia Plath reference dropped at a comedy club. 
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INTERVIEW 
MORAVIANS & LABRADOR FAUNA 
An Interview with Dr Hans Rollmann 
The Moravians, a Protestant episcopal church, originated in what is now the Czech Republic, 
and were the first Christian mission to the Inuit in what is now Canada. Their expeditions to 
Labrador date from 1752, and their settlements include Okak, Hopedale, and Hebron. In 
addition to their religious tasks the Moravians also took great interest in their new natural 
world of Labrador. The NQ spoke with Dr Hans Rollmann, professor of religious studies at 
Memorial, whose range of religious, social and cultural studies includes research and writing 
on the Moravians in Labrador. 
NQ. What first interested you in the Moravians? 
The group of people studying them must now be 
a small, select group. A re you one of the few 
who can still read their writings? 
HR. I became interested in connection with my teaching 
and researching the history of religion in Newfoundland 
and Labrador. I was especially attracted by the drama 
of the culture contact between Europeans and Inuit and 
the rich archival materials that existed in East Germany, 
England, and the US, which enable us to reconstruct 
it. With the coming down of the Berlin Wall and the 
reunification of Germany, access to some of these archival 
materials became easier, and I was able to arrange with 
MUN support the microfilming of the Labrador records 
in the Moravian Archives in Herrnhut, Saxony Later, the 
provincial government funded the copying of the photos 
and art pertaining to Labrador, which I was able to use 
in a travelling exhibit in 2002 as part of the provincial 
Labrador heritage celebrations. These images are now on 
the MUN Library's website. 
It was a scholarly advantage to be able to read the old 
German script, with its different alphabet, in which most 
of the archival records are written. There is a limited but 
nevertheless active group of scholars working on the 
Moravian records worldwide. They are rich in that they 
open many windows to our past not only for the study of 
religion but also for history, culture, aboriginal studies, 
anthropology, sciences, linguistics, and other disciplines. 
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NQ. How did their piety combine with their sense 
of adventure? Were both part of their missionary 
drive? What brought them to Labrador? 
HR. Their purpose was primarily religious. They sought 
to communicate their Christian faith to people who 
had not been reached by other Christian missionaries. 
Moravians were fairly ecumenical and did not seek to 
compete with other Christian denominations. They also 
carried out their mandate in the original language of the 
people they evangelized. In Labrador, it was the Inuit 
and their Inuit language Inuktitut. Some of the key 
missionaries coming to Labrador in the 18th century had 
learned a version of this language among the Greenland 
Inuit. Thus they were able to communicate in a language 
that could be understood by the Labrador Inuit. They 
then gave the Labrador dialect a written form and taught 
it in Labrador schools from 1 780 until the 20th century 
The first Inuit primer was published in Germany in 1 790 
and shipped as a text book to Labrador. 
Literacy was an important factor in the indigenization 
of the Moravian faith among the Inuit. A so-called 
"Harmony" of the passion narrative of the gospels, 
published in Germany in Inuktitut, and used in 
Labrador from 1800 on, became an important vehicle 
for internalizing the Moravian faith and contributed 
significantly to a powerful revival in 1804-5, which was 
then spread by Inuit from Hopedale to Nain and Okak. 
NQ. How did they view the fauna they 
encountered in their new home? Did they 
approach it primarily as scientists, as explorers? 
What audience did they have for this knowledge 
back home, and how did they impart it? 
HR. Christian Andreas Schloezer, one of the Moravian 
explorers who accompanied Jens Haven·and Larsen 
Drachardt on their exploration journey to Labrador 
in 1765, was scientifically trained and commissioned 
to record the flora and fauna and other natural 
phenomena of Newfoundland and Labrador. This was 
done for enlarging the knowledge of natural history 
that was taught at the Moravian seminary in Barby, 
Saxony, and followed minute instruction supplied by 
Johann Jakob Bossart, a teacher and director of the 
natural history collection at Barby The missionaries 
also collected materials for scientists in Europe. 
Even the famous German writer and thinker Johann 
Wolfgang von Goethe benefitted from their scientific 
observations. Two scientific manuscripts were the 
result of these earliest observations in 1765. 
After the Moravians settled in Labrador in 1 771 , 
they also meticulously collected weather data that 
they shared with the Royal Society in London. 
They also observed birds and collected butterflies. 
One Moravian, Heinrich Moeschler, published 
many butterfly studies in a reputable German 
entomological journal. 
Also the ornithologist Bernhard Hantzsch carried 
out important bird studies on Labrador's north coast 
with the cooperation of the Moravian missionaries, 
which were published in 1908 in a German scientific 
journal for ornithology 
One Moravian missionary very involved in 
scientific work was Samuel Weiz, who served 
34 years in Labrador, from 1850 until 1884. He 
contributed a list of Labrador animals to a scientific 
volume that was published by the German arctic 
expeditions, which were part of a collaborative 
international polar research effort in 1882 and 1883. 
Weiz also collected and recorded many plants, 
which he shared with European and American 
botanists. He also sought to acquaint children with 
the fauna of Labrador by writing a series of articles 
on Labrador animals in a German mission magazine 
devoted to children. r&l 
Sailor's Aubade 
April 15, 1912 
The call came in the dead 
of night. Our telegraph operator 
delivered the news. Dumbfounded, hearts 
sinking, we changed course, 
stoked the engines, steamed 
full speed ahead. 
As we neared, the shrill bite 
of whistles pierced the darkness, 
murmurs between weeping and 
lament lapped at our ears, 
glacial coolness shrouded 
us, while small flickering lights 
bobbed on the water like 
fireflies gone astray. 
By lamplight we hauled in 
our catch of human cargo-
men and women still dressed 
in evening finery. And in servant 
arms, first-class children slept. 
We prayed for dawn 
but as the sky lightened 
we prayed for darkness 
to cover floating corpses 
clad in homespun wool, 
littering the water like 
seals on spring ice. 
We could take no more-
so turned to Halifax with 
the living, leaving the 
bloating dead drifting-
clogging up 
the shipping lanes. 
-Suzanne Fitzpatrick 
My grandfather, James Francis Fitzpatrick 
(1878-1955) was a crewmember aboard 
the MacKay Bennett, the vessel hired by 
White Star Lines to retrieve the dead after 
the sinking of the Titanic. This poem was 
inspired by his experience. 
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BY DARREN HYNES 
Michael Crummey is a Newfoundland and 
Labrador writer who is best known for his 
highly-regarded novels, but it was as a poet 
that he first began to be noticed in 1 986. 
That year he won the Gregory J Power 
award at MUN, which he won again in 1 987, 
the same year he edited a short-lived student 
literary iournal, Oracle. His first book of 
poetry, Arguments with Gravity, came out in 
1996 in the Quarry Press New Canadian 
Poets series, followed by Hard Light with 
Brick Books in 1 99 8, and then Salvage in 
2002 with McClelland and Stewart. A small 
chapbook, Emergency Roadside Assistance 
(Trout Lilly, 2001 ), was later incorporated 
into Salvage. Over the last several years he 
has focused mostly on his fiction, but he has 
recently started writing poetry again and has 
a new book of poems coming out in 201 3 
with the House of Anansi Press. Crummey 
allowed the Newfoundland Quarterly to look 
at some of these new poems. 
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oetically, Crummey is a careful technician and 
pays close attention to the music of the words and 
the pacing of a poem through spacing and slowing 
punctuation. He also shows concern for form, structure, 
metre, and other technical apparatus (masculine/ 
feminine endings, allegory, symbolism). The poems 
published in this issue use a lot of ellipses, sentences 
that start in one place and go to another. We also see an 
increasing use of internal rhymes and half-rhymes. 
Crummey's early poetry was very cosmopolitan and 
showed a concern for social justice, reflecting his work 
as coordinator of the Ontario Public Interest Research 
Group at Queen's in Kingston, ON, where he moved 
in 1987 for graduate studies in English literature - he 
wrote a Master's thesis on A E Houseman. Arguments 
with Gravity has one whole section, "Part of It," dealing 
with the civil war in El Salvador, and also contains 
several poems on China (where he taught English in 
1991), and one poem on Rwanda. Other parts of the 
book ("The Air Around Their Bodies," "Redefining the 
Kiss," "The River You Remember") deal with family, 
friends, lovers, and the power and perversity of human 
relationships. Yet there is always order, measure, beauty, 
and grace even in political and emotional hardship . He 
writes a litany for the bullet that killed Romero: 
because it had 
a head like a nail 
because it carried a message from 
someone wealthy and frightened and desperate 
because it had a dark sort of grace 
when it sang into the heart of the priest 
like a choir, 
like a tender tongue of flame 
(Bullet) 
When his brother (a doctor) and his mother (a nurse) 
are separate respondents to two terrible accidents at 
home in Labrador, he discusses the power of endurance 
through change, "the slow metamorphosis of the people 
1 love," how: 
together we are becoming something we can 
barely recognize 
something more fragile 
something tougher than we imagined possible 
(News from Home: Metamorphosis) 
Yet there is also the occasional touch of humour 
("David Donnell's Schlong") and an uncanny sense of 
what Coleridge called the pathetic fallacy - while "A 
highway wants to own the landscape": 
A river is less opinionated 
less predictable 
it never argues with gravity 
its history is a series of delicate negotiations with 
geography and time 
(Rivers/Roads) 
There is also a section, "One of The Lives I Have 
~ot Lived," that deals with several Newfoundland 
themes, and these become the main focus of his next 
book, Hard Light. 
In this second work, the more overtly political 
themes are left behind, though the perennial 
Newfoundland lament for a nation is a constant 
undercurrent. The book is a collection of prose 
poems, lyric poems, found poems Uournal entries, 
wills, statistics), and photographs. The first section, 
"32 Little Stories," reinvents his father's tales of 
outport Newfoundland and the Labrador fishery from 
about 1930-45; then there is a long poetic sequence 
inspired by the diary of Captain John Froude, 
"Discovering Darkness"; while the last section, "A 
Map of the Islands," grew out of a trip with his father 
on the Labrador coastal ferry in 199 5. The book is 
obviously influenced by John Steffler's The Grey Islands 
(which Crummey acknowledges), but there are also 
reverberations of Enos Watts and Tom Dawe. The 
title comes from a synaesthetic line in a poem on the 
Moravian church building in Hopedale, brought 
from Germany: 
struts laid flat in the belly 
of a ship for the three week journey. 
Hard light of the North Star 
ringing overhead at night, 
marking the course across the Atlantic. 
(Moravians) 
Maj or themes include the particularities of everyday 
life, work on the sea and at the fish, the persistence 
of memory, hardship (again), love, betrayal, and loss. 
These poems are all of a piece and written against each 
other, unlike the collection of separately written poems 
in his other two books. Three poems ("Jigg's Dinner," 
"Boat Building," "Making the Fish") consist only of a list 
of instructions: 
Scarf the joints to frame her out, 
fit the beams, sides, and stanchions, 
then caulk her timber tight with 
old rags or moss chinked in 
with maul and chisel. 
(Boat Building) 
Or the more poetic: 
Onions 
Slip the pocket of tears from its papery shell. 
Do not bring the knife 
near the flesh. 
0 igg's Dinner) 
Some poems ("Names. of the Ropes," "Naming the 
Islands") reveal the same fondness for litany as seen 
earlier in "Bullet." Similarly, although the focus is on 
place and mapped space, time ticks out its measure here 
("Tennessee Waltz") as it did in Arguments ("Insomniac 
Trains") and does later in Salvage ("The Light of Distant 
Stars," "Ale and Bitter," "His Century"). 
Hard Light is a polyphonous work, and we hear 
from mothers, grandmothers, boys, captains, natives, 
fishers, missionaries, as well as the author himself. He 
notes at the end of the book that it was "a collaboration 
between myself and Newfoundlanders, past and 
present." All are defined not so much by who they are 
as by what they do. 
Although there is an occasional light moment 
(the "post-coital Tumbledown Dick" of "Naming the 
Islands"), the book is lined with darkness and tragedy. 
Yet, trimming this is a constant idea of hope, survival, 
and resurrection ("Grace," "Bay de Verde," "A narrow 
escape almost but saved," "A hard looking sight but not 
lost") - and on the metalevel everything is undergoing 
revival in the pages of the book itself. 
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This sense of anticipation and renewal through 
writing and living is also explicit in Salvage, a title 
that echoes Percy janes's poem of the same name. The 
volume begins with a "disclaimer": 
For years now he's been telling people 
he's writing a sad book, 
a book about loss, 
as if he feels some sort of 
notice is necessary, 
a public warning 
Sad Book Ahead. 
Poems about Loss 
Next 100 pgs. 
(Kissing the Dead: A Disclaimer) 
But the book is far from depressing: "no measure of 
content," he writes: 
could make me love my life 
as fiercely as learning to live with loss. 
(Water Birds: A Letter) 
Not surprisingly, motifs of death and decay are 
common ("Roadkill," "The Quick," "The Late Macbeth," 
"Entropy," "Detour," "The Beautiful") , which gives the 
book an almost gothic feel. A number of poems - six -
are set in graveyards, which might show the influence 
of Hardy, but more likely Al Purdy. There are also many 
references to stars, which serve as a linking image for 
many of the poems, but Crummey is fond of stellar 
imagery anyway - maybe too fond. This cosmic conceit 
is found in his poetry from very early on. Here he is in 
"Northern Lights, Looking Back" (Salvage): 
We waded out into the damp air 
to watch those enormous seines of light, 
delicate mesh moored to the constant stars, 
their drift and settle miming tides. 
Standing beneath them we both felt stripped, 
ambushed by awe and strangely heartsick -
cold and alone and lost in their wake 
like two dim stars the sky had dropped. 
And here in "Song of the Siren" (Oracle, 198 7): 
The sky is receding surf 
Chasing the music which I tell myself 
I should not be hearing. 
And I stand, little in my slippers, 
Watching the stars disappear 
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One is reminded of Pascal: "The silence of these 
infinite spaces terrifies me." This sense of insignificance 
when facing the infinite expanses of space and time is 
part of a larger vision that permeates Crummey's poetry. 
This goes far beyond Sandra Gwyn's "tragic mystique" 
and "sense of a place destroyed," for it is intimately 
connected with his search for self. Crummey has said 
that he feels estranged from the fishing culture of the 
past, and this is symptomatic of a more general sense of 
homelessness throughout our culture. The certainties 
of the past have been replaced by a sense of wreckful 
doubt about the universe; the most basic categories of 
identity have been called into question by globalization 
and the ever-shifting systems of significations under 
which we live. Part of what Crummey is doing is trying 
to deal with this by salvaging a sense of identity from a 
past that is still living - particularly in the people that 
survived the recent sea-change - constructing identity 
by negotiating with an ever-shifting time and place. 
Crummey's work thus places our individuality into a 
richer and more various understanding of who we are. 
Newfoundland has always been changing in reaction to, 
and as part of, the wider world, but now it is changing 
at a much faster rate, and Crummey's work reflects this 
transition. His tragic thought is thus in the world but 
not at home in it. The tragedy lies in simultaneously 
seeing both the promise and the irreconcilability of 
each of the competing visions of the world, expressed 
in writing through various paradoxical oppositions, 
but particularly through the contrast between God and 
humanity. God (meaning) is absent and present: 
Love and poetry, meaning -
maybe its just stubborn animal machinery 
manufacturing light for the mind 
with darkness at the door. 
(Naked) 
Similar sentiments are expressed in "Entropy" and 
"Roadkill. " God's existence is hidden from us, but we 
can wager on it in what must become an act of faith. 
This faith, however, marks the end of consolation: 
Children, there is no measure that sets 
good against affliction, the world bleeds 
one into the other without weighting a scale 
and only a fool reads give and take in 
the equation ... 
(Suffer the Little Children) 
It is significant in this regard that in Hard Light 
Crummey cites the Book of job: "For we are men of 
yesterday; we know nothing; our days upon the earth 
are as shadows." Thus behind Crummey's poetry 
(and his prose) lurks the Hidden God, the Tragic 
God, of Job; this is the God of creation, not of 
justice. Suffering is inexplicable, but this fact 
allows Crummey to move beyond the opposition of 
humanity and God, world and history, into a new 
dimension of unverifiable faith. God has renounced 
us but is answering us out of the whirlwind. The 
only thing left is love. What is shown to Job, and 
to Crummey, is the grandeur of the whole, without 
our desire receiving a meaning directly from it: we 
must love the whole as it is. 
Crummey continually refers to the difficulty in 
writing poetry, in capturing in language what he has 
to say (compare Eliot's "Prufrock"), expressing doubt 
about the point of it all: 
and he can't fas hi on a sensible answer 
or shake the feeling that he's just 
setting things down on paper 
to leave them there 
gaping like potholes. 
(Kissing the Dead: A Disclaimer) 
But in the act of writing he expresses a groundless 
belief, beyond any assurance or protection, in what 
he is doing - for write he must. His contemplative 
wisdom of love is thus grounded in a kind of 
heartbreaking faith that the true consolation of 
poetry, and of God, can be recovered: 
Everyday his appetite for the work increases 
although he refuses to name 
what moves him hunger 
love, he writes 
love. 
(Scavenger's Diary)~ 
Darren Hynes teaches history and philosophy at MUN. 
Stars on the Water 
February and a savage night 
to be out, wind eighty knots, 
waves cresting fifty feet, 
a body would last only minutes 
adrift in that ocean 
but we went looking regardless. 
The lifeboat was red fiberglass, 
white plastic tarp for a cabin, 
now and again a light would flash 
inside so you knew there was men 
aboard, though in what condition 
or how many you couldn't guess. 
A second vessel worked close 
enough to heave them a line 
and we counted eight or nine 
in lifejackets over street clothes, 
more again huddled at the back. 
Lost sight of them in a trough 
just as they tipped into the bleak 
and the men pitched from the raft-
we come over the wave's peak 
and those life-vest locator 
lights were like stars on the water. 
Didn't have the heart to figure 
numbers against the black 
but we were close enough to hear 
them calling and pretended 
we might manage a rescue still, 
flinging our boat hooks from the rail 
as if our own lives depended 
on the show You had to try it 
even so you knew how things ended. 
Carried on a long while 
after the last of them went quiet. 
-Michael Crummey 
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ARTICLE 
''TWO-LEGGED AS WELL 
AS FOUR-LEGGED'' 
he management of wildlife has a long history in 
Newfoundland and Labrador. Through regulation 
the provincial government has and continues 
to control wildlife populations and densities across the 
island. One animal subject to this is the moose. 
The moose, since its introduction to Newfoundland 
in the 1870s and 1904, has become a central figure in 
the broader ideals of wildlife and wildlife management 
with annual hunts becoming a central tool for population 
control and to fulfill social and economic goals (Pimlott 
"Newfoundland Moose" 563; McGrath 17-19). 
The annual moose hunt is more than a recreational and 
survival activity in Newfoundland, it is an integral part of 
human interaction with the environment and in turn has 
shaped the society on the island. The impact of moose 
in Newfoundland ranges through scientific government 
regulation, societal ideas of nature, and economic activity 
Through these three topics the idea emerges that moose 
management in Newfoundland is as much about humans 
as it is about moose and that this relationship has 
profound effects on the idea of wilderness. 
Government Regulation and the Scientific Ideal 
The early history of the moose in Newfoundland reflects 
human principles of how nature should be utilized. In the 
1870s and in 1904, moose were imported with the goal 
of creating a self-sustaining population on the island. This 
initial introduction (two animals in the 1870s followed by 
another four in 1904) coincided with bans on hunting or 
harming moose to protect the growth and spread of the 
species (McGrath 17-19). In 1936 the first legal moose 
hunt began with 33 hunting licenses issued across the 
Island. This practice of a licensed hunt continued until 
1945 when an unlimited hunt in the months of October, 
November, and December was opened (Carr 2). This 
aimed to create and protect a population of animals to 
use as a food source for isolated communities (Pimlott 
"Moose Harvests" 422). 
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The current system regulating the hunt originates with 
the experimental moose management zone of Rattling 
Brook in 1964, where an annually determined number 
of licenses (male-only and either sex) were issued to 
hunters for a designated hunting season. These steps in 
both zoning and licensing allowed for a greater degree 
of control in regulating population numbers and density 
The Rattling Brook experiment was a success and starting 
in 1973 the ideas tested were applied to the whole Island 
with the creation of 38 hunting zones. This system forced 
license applicants to choose one zone in which to hunt 
with a specific license, directing hunters not only to a 
particular place but to operate under a set of expectations 
with an overarching goal (Mercer Strapp 229). 
Tina Loo, in States of Nature: Conserving Canada's 
Wildlife in the Twentieth Century, proposes that 
Newfoundland's efforts to understand and control 
the moose population through the use of hunting is a 
result of a scientific attitude to management ( 123-12 4). 
The idea of a scientific regulatory body which uses an 
objective and evidence-based approach is seen in the 
collection and application of data from surveys of the 
hunters, hunted, and the lands where the hunt is carried 
out. Thus, population and environmental control lie at 
the center of the hunt. 
Within each zone, whose management form the basic 
level of regulation, the number of licenses issued is 
adjusted annually to reflect changes in populations and 
conditions. Through the administration of their size, 
quotas, and seasons hunters and regulators together 
control the population and ecological health of an area. 
These grew from 38 in 1973 to 50 in 2009 with the 
modification and introduction of new zones becoming 
the primary tools in managing the population (Ferguson, 
Mercer, Oosenbrug 3-4; "Big Game Application Guide, 
2009" 2). This active and flexible system shows there 
is a desire in the Provincial Government to manage the 
moose population to fit an exemplar environment, which 
Licenses Issued 1979-1993 
Year Either Sex Male Only Female Only Calf Only Total Change Change in Percent (0/o) 
1979 11,970 
1980 11,420 -550 -4.6 
1981 10,226 -1194 -10.5 
1982 9298 -928 -9 
1983 9166 -132 - 1.4 
1984 10,490 1324 14.4 
1985 10,940 450 4.3 
1986 11,605 665 6 
1987 6495 6265 300 13,060 1455 1 2.5 
1988 7990 6075 335 14,400 1340 10.3 
1989 8930 8505 425 17,890 3490 24.2 
1990 11,538 11,655 235 430 23,858 5968 33.3 
1991 15,151 1 2,806 805 465 29,227 5369 22.5 
1992 13,210 1 3,815 885 480 28,390 -837 -2.8 
1993 12,495 13, 100 935 480 27,010 - 1380 -4.8 
Source: Ferguson Oosenbrug Mercer "Use of Hunter Statistics" 6; "Big Game Application Guide" 1979-1993. 
places and uses humans as the prime actors in altering 
the environment. 
The regulated moose hunt has two specific 
fundamental goals: to create a sustainable hunt; and to 
keep the population of moose on the island healthy ("Big 
Game Application Guide, 1987" 12; Pimlott "Moose 
and Newfoundland Forests" 19-20; Ferguson, Mercer, 
Oosenbrug 18-20). In this model hunting goes beyond 
being a function of human needs for sport and food to a 
device to alter populations and densities to desired levels. 
This reflects upon Loo's point of wildlife management 
as a scientifically-based activity maintaining a goal of an 
ideal population achieved through hunting. 
Humans in this system act as collectors of 
information and instruments of environmental control. 
Observations are reported on hunter return forms, 
which site the numbers and locations of moose spotted, 
days hunted, and other statistics. This is combined with 
other sources in a way that makes the experience of 
hunters and their encounters with the moose a pool of 
data that is used not only to adjudicate future hunting 
seasons but also to gauge the perceived health of the 
ecosystem (Mercer Strapp 228) . 
Hunting moose is a major way that humans interact 
with wildlife in Newfoundland. Through the licensing 
and regulating bodies that govern the hunt humans 
have become a directed predator of the moose. With 
no significant natural predators, the moose, adapted 
to surviving in a world without them, quickly grew in 
number, while environmental factors such as food supply 
became the natural limiting factor on population. With a 
lack of other species to keep the population of moose in 
check, humans, under the direction of the government, 
became the major factor in controlling population growth 
(Conner 2). 
The direction and the effect of this is apparent in the 
creation of the hunting sub-area of 16A (Sandy Badger) 
with a quota of 350 in 1990 due to "a high moose 
density which is causing damage to thinned stands of 
balsam fir" ("Big Game Application Guide," 1990 2). 
In the years following, the quota was increased to 600 
either sex licenses in 1991, then reduced to 400 in 
1992, and 300 in 1993, reflecting the decrease in moose 
density ("Big Game Application Guide" 1991 15, 1992 
15, 1993 17). 
The creation of new management zones and changing 
quotas are not the only means employed to control 
the moose population. A more direct approach is the 
selective harvest. The selective harvesting of moose by 
sex and age became a part of the management scheme 
in 1987 with the introduction of calf-only licenses, 
and in 1990 with female-only licenses. In the 1987 
guide the creation of the calf-only license is outlined 
as directing hunters away from killing the breeding 
stock to the most expendable portion of the population, 
calves. Calves made up an estimated 30 per cent of the 
moose population prior to 1987 but only 6 per cent of 
the kills. This large proportion of calves is blamed for 
negatively affecting the overall population by creating 
more competition for food in the winter. The guide states 
that by decreasing the number of calves in the fall the 
number of moose to survive the winter will increase, 
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benefiting the herd overall ("Big Game Application 
Guide" 1987 12-14, 1990 2-4). 
In 1990 the creation of a female-only license used a 
very forceful approach to population control. While the 
calf-only license targeted the most expendable portion 
of the population, the female-only license targeted those 
most important to herd growth. The reduction of the 
number of female moose changes not only that number 
of moose but also their breeding potential, representing 
a very direct and aggressive approach to controlling a 
population ("Big Game Application Guide, 1990" 4). 
Selective harvesting is another way hunters are 
directed to control the population in roles that take 
the place of natural predators. In their original habitats 
on mainland North America moose populations are 
controlled through predation. This often targeted the 
most vulnerable segments; the young, sick, and old. 
Similarly, the moose hunt in Newfoundland selects the 
most viable harvests and responds effectively to the 
moose's adaptations to the lack of natural predation 
(Ferguson Mercer Oosenbrug 3). 
The Moose and the Moose Hunt in Newfoundland 
Society and Culture 
While the scientific ideal is of maintaining a specific 
environment and population, moose represent much 
more to people in Newfoundland than just a population 
in need of regulation. The moose and the moose hunt 
have become a part of the culture of the island and is 
represented in many forms in literature, exchange, 
and expression. 
One indication of its popularity is the organization 
of applicants through a lottery system and the 
consistency of participation. Obtaining a license is 
not a simple matter; their issuing is a complex and 
carefully balanced process. Applications are drawn in 
a lottery based on a number of factors such as years 
since last obtained and whether hunters are applying 
for individual or party licenses. Based on these, 
applicants are placed into one of five pools with the 
lower number indicating a better chance of obtaining 
a license. This not only indicates how complex 
a system there is to ensure that hunters receive a 
fair chance at receiving a license but also the sheer 
number of applicants ("Big Game Application Guide" 
1989 3, 1990 4). The percentage of licenses actually 
used during the season is remarkably high as well. In 
1992, of the 28,390 people who obtained licenses, 
97°/o hunted (Akabua 101). 
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Beyond this quantitative analysis there are many 
more qualitative signs of the hunt's significance in 
Newfoundland. Publications such as the popular 
magazine Newfoundland Sportsman and the books 
Hilarious and Heartbreaking Moose Tales by Ace Hunter 
and Newfoundland and Labrador Big Game Record Book by 
Lawrence Smith underscore a deep cultural relationship 
with the moose in Newfoundland that goes beyond the 
pure numerical evidence of licenses awarded and used. 
Each has a different take. Newfoundland Sportsman 
focuses on the hunt itself with the kill coming only 
when the hunter has traversed and in a certain sense 
conquered nature (Blackwood 36-37). Newfoundland and 
Labrador Big Game Record Book celebrates the hunt as a 
recreational activity where the prowess of the individual 
is shown in the ability to kill a prime specimen of the 
animal, placing the hunter as the apex predator. This 
can be seen in the author's creation of scoring rules 
and tips to judge the size of animals (Smith 37-39). 
Hilarious and Heartbreaking Moose Stories, on the other 
hand, places the moose into a very different cultural 
context, using stories of the moose and the moose hunt 
to entertain. The author gives the interactions between 
humans and moose a parable-like quality teaching 
readers to respect the moose (Hunter 1). 
These social and cultural perceptions of the moose 
show a much less scientific side than government 
practices. Despite the fact that the hunt, at the very basic 
level, involves the killing of moose, there is an appeal to 
do so as humanely as possible. This deplores the use of 
excessively painful or stressful tactics against the animal. 
This can be seen in the story "An Unfair Advantage," 
in Hilarious and Heartbreaking Moose Stories, as well as 
"Most Depressing Hunt" by Gord Follett and "Big-Game 
Snaring, Brutal Practice Appears under Control" by Bren 
Hogan, both in Newfoundland Sportsman (Hunter 13-14; 
Follett 39; Hogan 48-51). These show that people take 
an interest in the welfare of the moose and are disgusted 
when moose suffer at the hands of people, rather than 
being killed quickly and efficiently 
The appeal to efficiency in the destruction of 
individual moose is similar to the concern for the well-
being of the moose which is present in the management 
scheme. Hunters, through their participation in a 
controlled hunt and the emphasis in their expressions 
of care for the welfare of the animal, also reflect upon 
a deeper concern for creating an ecology accounting 
for the condition of the animals. Writers actively link 
hunting to the conservation of the moose, advocated 
by government management (Mercer 34). This can 
be seen in Darrin McGrath's book Moose Country with 
his explanation that hunting does not just involve 
killing an animal but appreciating its place in nature 
and realizing the need to protect and manage it (1-3), 
showing there is a relationship and mutual goal 
between management and social standards. By creating 
a situation in which the moose can exist at a perceived 
ecological balance management seeks to prevent die-
offs and starvation in the same way that many hunters 
seek a quick kill that involves minimal suffering to 
the animal. The involvement of hunters at both an 
environmental and social level in management becomes 
not just a desired goal of the provincial government but 
an intrinsic part of the society of the Island. 
The Economics of the Moose 
Economics also comes into both the management and 
the culture of the moose hunt - a very lucrative industry 
worth millions annually, which also must treat the 
moose as a threat to other forms of economic activity, 
such as agriculture. 
The monetary value of the hunt, equipment, travel 
costs, and other tourism expenses, was estimated 
in 1992 to have been worth between $3.7 and $5.6 
million. On the individual scale it is estimated that 
hunters on average spend $110 to $131 per trip 
with an average of five trips each season (Condon 
Adamowicz 9; Akabua 103-104). 
The moose itself represents a significant economic 
resource which has a value attached to it, particularly 
the meat it provides. While in "Making a Modern 
Wilderness", Tina Loo contends meat is no longer the 
purpose of hunting in the modern world and 
that there is a social stigma towards the consumption 
of wild game, this is not the case in Newfoundland 
(112). The high regard for moose meat is apparent 
across the literature on the hunt, much of which 
attributes meat with being its original purpose. 
Douglas Pimlott stated in 19 59 that "the greatest 
importance of the moose (Alces alces) is related to the 
meat that it provides these people [Newfoundlanders], 
not the recreation that hunting affords them" ("Moose 
Harvests" 112). 
While Pimlott's explanation is dated there is still an 
emphasis upon the meat as the most valuable part of 
the animal. A 1993 hunter survey by the provincial 
government found 66. 7 percent of respondents ranked 
food as the primary reason for hunting (Condon 
Adamowicz 9). In 1991 the meat from a single moose 
Dog, Dying 
His fur has fallen off in clumps. 
Pink skin under the chin. 
Scabs and open sores where he scratches. 
• 
Slow to get up and indifferent to a whistle. 
But still, a sudden burst of energy 
when I show him his leash. 
• 
At one time he could be let free to bound through the woods 
after squirrels. Now, the leash seems to be of comfort. 
• 
Days go on like this. 
• 
He collapses on the way to his bed. 
My mother lifts him up. His breathing, shallow. 
Eyes rolled up. I say the word treat over and over again. 
No response. 
• 
I've had this dog for more than half my life. 
• 
His face looks the same as it did in Vic King's shed, in 1992. 
A black velvet mask over soft white fur. 
. 
Ears flopping over into perfect triangles. 
• 
A hundred and nineteen years is a long time to live. 
• 
His last breath: a low sigh, 
feet kicking slightly Dream-squirrels 
and marrow bones in endless forest. 
-Dana Evely 
Dana Evely is a poet and writer based in St john's. 
was valued at $1,320 according to Kojo Akabua (13). 
This value is apparent throughout other literature on 
the hunt as well with a prominent placement of its 
consumption. For example in Moose Country Darrin 
McGrath dedicates a chapter solely to moose recipes 
(158-165). 
The moose in Newfoundland has become a big 
source of business for sports outfitters, who see a direct 
profit from prospective hunters. While there is little 
academic work on the subject of outfitters there have 
been a number of articles published in the Newfoundland 
Sportsman by individuals involved in this industry A 
1991 article "Outfitting Comes of Age" by Jim Hart 
claims that over 700 people were involved 
in outfitting (18). 
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Outfitters have also sought to change management 
policies in order to make the hunt more profitable. The 
1995 article "Outfitters seek changes to government 
policies" by Gord Follett says that in 1993 the outfitting 
industry in Newfoundland operated 180 establishments 
and had a value of somewhere between $35 and $40 
million. At the same time this significant economic 
activity is held back by government regulations and 
wildlife management protocols dealing with the license 
lottery and the use of all-terrain vehicles (ATVs). In 
essence these businesses argue that the additional 
moose taken and ecological damage done is worth the 
economic gain, even if it endangers or alters the broader 
management scheme ( 46). 
What is seen in this economic interest is an ideal 
for the utilization of a resource which goes beyond 
environmental considerations. While these concerns do 
draw some reaction from the provincial government, 
such as in the creation of special zones to protect 
agriculture, the emphasis is squarely on controlling the 
population for environmental reasons, while the cases of 
the value of moose meat, outfitters, and agriculture tells 
us that the moose, despite its foreign origins, has become 
an important part of the Island's existence not only 
socially but economically 
The moose hunt casts a conception of the moose 
not only as a creature in and of itself but a reflection 
of the concept of what nature should be. By managing 
an extremely detailed and scientific hunt the NL 
government takes an active role in shaping the ecology 
of the Island. These ideas about how the moose should 
be treated and their place in nature are again reflected 
in the social perceptions of the animal and the hunt. 
Through the desire for efficiency and humanity in 
killing the animals and the intense interest in the act 
of hunting, the moose has become an integral part of 
what the population of Newfoundlanders perceive as 
nature and how they use it. The moose also has a great 
economic value; this shows most tangibly how the 
moose and nature are utilized by humans not just in 
the pursuit of maintaining a particular image of nature 
but for the specific benefit of humans. What all of this 
shows is that the moose, and nature itself, is as much a 
product of human concerns as it is of natural patterns, 
that the two-legged animals are just as much a part of 
making wilderness as the four-legged. mr!1 
Joshua Tavenor is has an MA in History from MUN. Originally 
from Corner Brook, he is now based in London, ON. 
44 VOLUME 1 04 NUMBER 4 201 2 
Acknowledgements 
This paper was originally researched and written for a course 
in Canadian Environmental History at Memorial University of 
Newfoundland by Dr Sean Cadigan, and I am indebted to him 
for his guidance and constructive criticism during its writing. 
Additionally Alex Dezan provided an invaluable commentary 
on an early draft. 
Akabua, Kojo Mawunyo. Economic Valuation of Non-timber 
Resources under a Lottery Rationing System : The Case of Moose 
Hunting in Newfoundland. (Dissertation, University of Alberta. 1996). 
Big Game Licence Resident Application Guide: Moose, Newfoundland; 
Moose, Labrador; Caribou, Newfoundland; Black Bear, Newfoundland. 
(Vol Annual Corner Brook, Nfld: Dept of Forest Resources and 
Agrifoods, Inland Fish and Wildlife Division. 1979-2009). 
Blackwood, Jeff. "Who's Hunting Who?" Newfoundland Sportsman. 
Vol 2 No 1, Fall 1991. 
Carr, Gerald S. "Aerial Moose Census Report for 1982." (Natural 
Resources, Conservation Section, Terra Nova National Park. 
1982.) 
Condon, B S and Adamowicz, WL .. A Comparative Analysis of 
Use and Non-use Value Estimation: A Case Study in Newfoundland. 
(Natural Resources Canada, Canadian Forest Service. 1995). 
Conner, Kevin J. Changes in Structure of a Boreal Forest Community 
Following Intense Herbivory by Moose. (Dissertation, University of 
New Brunswick, 1999). 
Ferguson, Steven H, W Eugen Mercer and Sebastian M 
Oosenbrug. The Relationship Between Hunter Accessibility and Moose 
Condition in Newfoundland. (Wildlife Division, Department of 
Environment and Lands , 1989). 
Ferguson, S H, S Oosenbrug and W E Mercer. Use of Hunter 
Statistics to Estimate Moose Density for Moose Management Areas on 
the Island of Newfoundland. (1988). 
Follett, Gord. "Outfitters Seek Changes to Government Policies." 
Newfoundland Sportsman. Vol. 5, No.2. March 1995. 
Hart, Jim. "Outfitting Comes of Age." Newfoundland Sportsman. 
Vol 2, No 1. Fall 1991. 
Hogan, Bren. "Big-Game Snaring, Brutal Practice Appears Under 
Control." Newfoundlan.d Sportsman. Vol. 5, No. 1, 
Winter 1995. 
Loo, Tina. States of Nature: Conserving Canada's Wildlife in the 
Twentieth Century. (Vancouver: UBC Press, 2006). 
McGrath, Darrin. Moose Country, The Story of the Moose in 
Newfoundland. (Newfoundland and Labrador: DRC Publishing, 
2008) 
Mercer, WE and Mike Strapp. "Moose Management in 
Newfoundland, 1972-1977." 14th North American Moose 
Conference and Workshop. (1978). 
Mercer, W E. "Moose Population in Decline." in Newfoundland 
Sportsman. Vol 4, No 2, Spring 1994. 
Pimlott, Douglas. "Newfoundland Moose." Transactions of the 
Eighteenth North American Wildlife Conference. (1954): 563-565. 
Pimlott, Douglas. "Moose Harvests in Newfoundland and 
Fennoscandinavian Countries." Transactions of the Twenty-Fourth 
North American Wildlife Conference. (1959): 422-448. 
Pimlott, Douglas. Moose and the Newfoundland Forsets. (St John's, 
Department of Mines and Resources, 195-). 
MEMORIAL PRESENTS 
PIONEERS IN COMMUNITY ENGAGEMENT: 
MUN Extension, 1959-1991 
JEFF A WEBB AND TERRY BISHOP-STIRLING 
THE TWENTY-SIXTH IN A SERIES OF ARTICLES DEVELOPED FROM REGULAR PUBLIC FORUMS SPONSORED BY THE LESLIE HARRIS CENTRE OF REGIONAL POLICY 
AND DEVELOPMENT. MEMORIAL PRESENTS FEATURES SPEAKERS FROM MEMORIAL UNIVERSITY WHO ADDRESS ISSUES OF PUBLIC CONCERN IN THE PROVINCE. 
ince its inception, Memorial University has 
engaged with the people of the province in 
many ways, one of the most notable of which 
was the University's Extension Service. Over several 
decades Memorial was world-renowned as a model 
of how universities could use interactive media and 
field workers to promote community development. 
While other universities had divisions responsible for 
educational outreach, few matched the multifaceted role 
Memorial's Extension Service took on during 1960s, 
70s and 80s. 
From its beginnings, Memorial assumed a role 
and responsibility beyond its campus and beyond 
educating young people. Both government and the 
university sought to transf arm the new province from 
"backwardness" to modernity This agreement supported 
a rapidly expanding Extension Service with a broad 
mandate. Extension, in turn, influenced government 
educational, social, and development policies, and 
directly led to the growth of non-governmental 
organizations in the province. 
The roots of Extension predate Confederation. During 
the 1930s the Commission Government had used 
both Adult Education and field workers to encourage 
community development. Government field workers 
who had been trained at St Francis Xavier University 
in Antigonish, NS, and at the University of Wisconsin, 
had organized study groups in rural Newfoundland in 
an effort to encourage co-operatives. In the midst of the 
social and economic deprivation of the Depression, the 
government had high hopes for education and producer 
co-ops to provide communities with the tools to make 
themselves viable. 
It's not surprising that Memorial picked up the torch 
of local development. Premier Joseph R Smallwood had 
once said that he would rather have a small university 
with a large extension service than a large university 
with a small extension service. In 1959 Memorial 
established an Extension Service and appointed S] 
Colman (MA Oxford) as director, and Edna Baird (BA 
Dalhousie and BHSc McGill) as a staff member. Colman 
was influenced by the example of the educational 
outreach programs of the Land Grant Colleges in the 
United States, and extension services in other parts 
of the world, including the educational outreach of 
Oxford University and the agricultural work of the 
University of Wisconsin. He recognized, however, that 
a successful service would have to be both tailored to 
local conditions and experimental. "There must be no 
hesitation in trying new projects, or in abandoning 
activities which have manifestly failed ," he wrote. "That 
there will be failures and setbacks is evident to anyone 
familiar with the problems of organizing extension 
activities anywhere, quite apart from the special 
difficulties which arise in Newfoundland." 1 
The key to success, Colman felt, was having 
development specialists living in rural communities 
and thus in a position to encourage local volunteers 
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to assume leadership positions. "To know intimately 
local people and their needs; to be accepted as a 
respected member of the local community rather than 
a suspected outsider ... [can] provide a psychological 
foundation for extension workers which cannot be 
achieved if the university keeps itself and its faculty 
apart, in one place. "2 Colman also advocated a range 
of adult education courses, taught by specialists in 
home economics, labour relations, and business 
management, as well as academic subjects. Other 
instructors would nurture the talent in the arts, such 
as music, painting, and d~ama. He envisioned a set 
of working committees at Memorial, on fisheries, 
agriculture, social welfare, etc., which would identify 
the needs of the community. 
One of the particular features of Memorial's Service 
was that it employed field workers who lived in rural 
communities and were thus responsive to local needs. 
Some of the earliest field staff, like D] MacEachern 
and Julia Morgan, were Antigonish- or Wisconsin-
trained, while Fred Earle, for example, drew upon his 
life experience in business in rural Newfoundland. 
Rather than having outreach workers bringing programs 
devised at the University to the people, Memorial's field 
workers attempted to aid people in articulating their 
needs and achieving their own goals. In fact, many of 
Extension's successes were the product of listening to 
people rather than trying to implement a preconceived 
set of objectives generated by a centralized bureaucracy. 
Many of the province's non-governmental organizations 
active today, such as cooperative enterprises, the 
fisheries union, rural development associations, 
professional associations, and many others, had their 
origin in public education and workshops conducted 
by Extension. 
With the appointment of Donald Snowden as 
. 
director in 1964, MUN Extension continued to 
emphasize programs based upon the needs that 
communities identified themselves, and adopted an 
unstructured approach to their work that encouraged 
experimentation. While Snowden was by temperament 
no bureaucrat, he knew his way around Ottawa. His 
ability to access federal funding programs allowed 
Extension to move into policy areas in a flexible 
and efficient way. Extension recruited a creative and 
dedicated group who shared a sense of mission common 
in the 1960s. In keeping with the temper of the times, 
its field workers and its media unit acted as social 
activists and community organizers. 
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Memorial's Extension 
Service allowed its workers 
great autonomy and 
rewarded experimentation. 
If someone within 
Extension had an idea for a 
film, a program, or a course, 
he or she had the freedom 
to pursue it. If someone 
in a community asked for 
information on a particular 
problem, a film could be 
created or a conference 
organized to address that 
Extension 
recruited a 
creative and 
dedicated group 
who shared a 
sense of mission 
common in the 
1960s. 
issue. That is not to say that everyone always agreed 
- staff meetings to discuss their work could result in 
people being critical of each other's pet projects. When 
the media unit produced a film, for example, everyone 
in the unit would get together to screen it and discuss 
both the aesthetics and content of the work. The 
ongoing critical appraisal would prompt improvement 
even as people were encouraged to take chances. 
A practical cliff erence between government 
departments and Extension was that the University 
made effective use of media to promote its activities. 
While federal and provincial governments struggled to 
make clear to people what their policy objectives were, 
Extension had its own very professional television, 
magazine and film unit. They had available the most 
modern communications and media technologies, and 
used them in inventive ways. The media unit was able to 
make short films, and later videos, almost on demand. 
They used media not only used to publicize their 
programs and educate the public, but also as an 
interactive means of community engagement. In the 
1960s few rural Newfoundlanders had experience 
attending conferences, serving on local boards, or 
expressing opinions on open line radio programs. 
Extension pioneered the processes of getting people to 
articulate their views. MUN Extension went well beyond 
providing information; it encouraged local activism. The 
innovative uses of film, including the "Fogo Process," 
became a renowned aspect of Extension's work and 
continues to be used in community development in 
many parts of the world. Such programs not only met 
people's need for information, but also became an 
impetus for community empowerment. 
In the "Fogo Process" the work of making the 
film itself encouraged local people to articulate their 
concerns, and the finished film was of lesser importance. 
In this, Extension owed much to the philosophy of 
social change articulated by American community 
organizers and the Canadian Challenge for Change 
Program of the National Film Board, but they also 
invented their own methods of provocation. Films were 
shown to people within the community, sparking further 
debate, and sometimes that debate itself was filmed for 
the benefit of the community and other communities 
facing similar problems. Extension sometimes also 
showed the films to government officials, bringing rural 
people's concerns to politicians and bureaucrats. 
By the 1980s the province had changed. Fiscal 
pressures encouraged university administrators to turn 
to core academic programming, and to cut the field 
staff and media unit which had once been at the heart 
of Memorial's engagement with rural Newfoundland 
and Labrador. Improvements in communication and 
education in rural parts of the province also made it 
seem less crucial that Extension help people articulate 
their needs. Community groups, which Extension had in 
many cases founded and then left to develop their own 
path, were now more than able to lobby for themselves. 
The larger and more professional civil service of the 
1980s no longer left economic and social policies to the 
university, and the mood in North America had shifted 
away from optimism that government programs could 
eradicate social problems. Many of those who ran the 
Extension Service, from its earliest days forward, had 
imagined its role as enabling people to begin to organize 
themselves and once community groups or government 
stepped up, Extension would withdraw. It was to create 
the conditions in which it was no longer needed. 
By the late 1980s many people felt that Extension no 
longer had a significant role to play in the province, but 
there were critics of the University's backing away from 
the kinds of programming that become synonymous 
with Memorial's unique approach to rural development. 
In the 1990s distance education of a more traditional 
sort continued, and Memorial's faculty engaged in 
research into the province's challenges and worked with 
government. But there was no longer a unit specifically 
devoted to soliciting the views of communities about 
their needs, and aiding them in solving their problems. 
For some people in the province, particularly many in 
the arts community who owed a great debt to Memorial, 
the University's decision to close Extension Service in 
1991 seemed to signify that Memorial was abandoning 
its original mission to transform the province. Extension 
had helped to create modern Newfoundland, a society 
in which it was no longer needed. It remains a model of 
how a university can serve its community from which 
we can still learn lessons. mr!l 
Jeff A Webb and Terry Bishop-Stirling are historians teaching 
at Memorial University 
The authors thank the Harris Centre and ACOA for funding the 
research on MUN Extension upon which this article is based. 
1 S] Colman "Memorial University of Newfoundland 
Extension Service" 3 May 1960. Copy sent to Joseph 
Smallwood by Colman, 9 May 1960, 3.09.035, Smallwood 
Papers. ASC, QEII Library, MUN. 
2 Ibid. 
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THE SHADOW OF HIS IMAGE: 
Penitentiary Reform during the McCowen Years {1879-1895) 
BY TERRY CARLSON 
er Majesty's Penitentiary, the provincial prison 
that overlooks Quidi Vidi Lake in St] ohn's, has 
had a number of exceptional leaders during its 
long and chequered history One was john McCowen, 
who served as Governor (later termed Superintendent) 
of the farmer 'Colonial Penitentiary' between 18 79 
and 1895. McCowen, whose remarkable public service 
career included exemplary police work before and after 
his appointment to the Penitentiary, was considered by 
many of his contemporaries as a hero and a visionary. 
With McCowen at the helm, the Newfoundland prison 
became the shadow of his image; during his years in 
charge he often portrayed it as a model institution, whose 
operations rivalled the most advanced international penal 
practices of the time. 
Evidence from documentary sources supports the 
notion that the Penitentiary became a more enlightened 
administration under McCowen. Among the beneficial 
changes that occurred during his time in charge were: 
increased levels of productive prisoner labour both inside 
and outside prison walls; remodelling of the facility to 
provide for a better system of classification and prison 
discipline; and the introduction of progressive and 
humane legislative reforms. McCowen's leadership and 
authority were strong enough to effectively deal with 
problems caused by scarce resources and two well-
known escapes, and although McCowen was not without 
his critics, his high standing in the community and his 
capacity for work enabled him to accept and successfully 
perform duties in other areas during his final years at the 
Penitentiary - a time when he continued to advocate for 
progressive reforms relating to both adults and youth in 
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the prison and in the 
community. 1 
Preparation and 
Challenges 
John McCowen was 
appointed Governor 
of the Colonial 
Penitentiary on 19 
December 1878.2 
While not yet 35, he 
had already achieved 
distinguished police 
careers in both his 
native Ireland and 
in Newfoundland. 
McCowen, the son 
John McCowen. H Y Mott, Newfoundland 
Men, 1 894, p. 1 89 Archives and Special 
Collections, Memorial University, 
(Coll. 327 1 .0 1.095) 
of a British naval officer, had served in all branches of 
the Royal Irish Constabulary (RIC) over nine years. His 
dedicated and courageous work attracted the attention 
of Inspector Thomas Foley, who in 1871 was moving 
to Newfoundland to head up the newly-formed Terra 
Nova Constabulary. That year, at the request of Foley, 
McCowen resigned from the RIC and relocated to 
1 The author wishes to thank staff at the following locations 
for their assistance: Centre for Newfoundland Studies, 
Memorial University Libraries; The Rooms Provincial Archives 
Division; the Newfoundland Collection, Provincial Resource 
Library; the City of St John's Archives; and the provincial 
Department of Justice Law Library 
2 PANL (The Rooms Provincial Archives Division) , GN 2/1/ A , 
vol 57, Shea to McCowen, 19 December 1878. 
The Penitentiary, circa 1 900. Archives and Special Collections, Memorial University (Coll. 1 34 2.04 .08) 
Newfoundland to begin his new policing career. 3 In St 
] ohn's he was given special responsibility for the first 
mounted unit. He then served in several outports, rising 
to the rank of first-class head constable~ and in 1876, 
when posted in Catalina, McCowen married the daughter 
of the local Anglican clergyman. His involvement in the 
rescue of the crew of a shipwrecked schooner earned him 
the Royal Humane Society's medal for bravery. 4 
McCowen would be taking over an institution that 
admitted nearly 200 prisoners a year, but due to short-
term stays, averaged about 20 prisoners a day. They 
comprised a hodgepodge of people - predominantly 
men, and a small number of women and juvenile 
offenders. The prisoners were normally either remanded 
and discharged, or convicted of a diversity of crimes 
ranging from property and public order offences to 
crimes of violence. Like many of today's prisoners, they 
had a variety of personal problems and needs. Most came 
from the ranks of the poor, and possessed little education 
and training (the majority could not read or write). 
Typically they also had a scant work record, meagre 
support, alcohol problems, mental health issues, and few 
prospects for the future. They were housed in a facility 
that offered few opportunities for reformation. 
3 "Report - Penitentiary. Extract from Mr McCowen's evidence 
before the Commissioners," journal of the House of Assembly 
(]HA) 1891, Appendix, p. 350. 
4 Melvin Baker, "john Roche McCowen," in Dictiona1y of 
Canadian Biography Vol. XIII, University of Toronto Press, 1994, 
pp. 618-619. 
The Colonial Penitentiary, built just two decades 
earlier, was not a 'penitentiary' in the true sense of 
the word. The modest structure5 did not have the 
sophisticated architectural design to support and 
enforce a strict regimen of penitentiary discipline. b The 
governor along with his family lived in separate quarters 
inside the prison. The skeletal staff worked long hours, 
and attempted to enforce the 'silent' system of prison 
discipline, where prisoners were subjected to hard labour 
in silent association. The prisoners, when occupied, 
were often engaged in useless punitive labour such as 
breaking stones and other futile punishments such as the 
5 According to the 1871 Blue Book of Statistics , the prison had 
a total capacity of 30 prisoners in separate cells or 63 when 
more than one prisoner was accommodated in a single cell. 
6 The Colonial Penitentiary's original architectural plan was 
modelled on Britain's 'separate' system of prison discipline, 
where prisoners were isolated, stripped of their identity, 
forbidden to speak, and li\ed in individual cells where work 
and religious reflection were to lead to reformation. However, 
such an elaborate model was impractical for Newfoundland, 
and the less expensive 'silent' system of associated labour, 
common in North America, was favoured. Under this scheme 
prisoners toiled together under strict rules of silence in work 
rooms or outside and returned to their smaller, individual 
cells at night. However, downscales in the Penitentiary's design 
meant that when finally completed, it could not fully implement 
either system of prison discipline. See Terry Carlson, "Dealing 
with Offenders: An Historical Perspective on Corrections 
in Newfoundland", in Gale Burford, ed., Ties That Bind: An 
Anthology of Social Work and Social Welfare in Ne1vfoundland and 
Labrador, Stjohn's: jesperson Publishing, 1997, pp. 103-104. 
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shot-drill. 7 There were security and classification issues, 
and many obstacles to effective management and change. 
However, McCowen, full of confidence earned from past 
achievements, was prepared for the challenges that lay 
ahead. Early in 1879 he and his young family left Catalina 
to begin their new life at the Penitentiary in St John's. 
Effective Prison Management and Productive 
Prison Labour 
From the start McCowen's vision for the effective 
management of the prison and the reformation of 
offenders involved productive prison labour. In April 
1880 legislation was passed enabling prison labour to be 
extended beyond prison walls.8 Soon there was a surge 
of prisoner activity For example, in 1881, with a daily 
average of just 18 inmates, prisoner labour erected a 
spacious workshop, a wash-house, a stone cellar and a 
back porch, completed extensive repairs and renovations 
to several wards and the gatehouse, converted an old 
workshop into a prisoners' cooking kitchen, painted and 
lime-washed the prison throughout, and repaired the 
drains and sewers. Prison manufactory such as making 
cod-bunt or netting, life buoys and ships' fend-offs 
had also begun. Prisoners under supervision worked 
on public buildings such as the hospital, where they 
excavated drains and improved the grounds, and they 
kept roads in the vicinity open during the winter. 9 
Within months of the passage of prisoner employment 
legislation, the talents of Alexander Pindikowski, a Polish 
fresco painter incarcerated at the Penitentiary, were put 
to good use. Pindikowski had come to Newfoundland 
to teach art, but on June 8, 1880 he was sentenced to 
15 months for fraud. Pindikowski was permitted daily 
supervised releases to paint frescos on the ceilings of 
Government House and the Colonial Building. He also 
painted a picture of the Penitentiary on a glass panel 
in the door of McCowen's office. While the glass panel 
was eventually broken, the elaborate fresco ceilings of 
Government House and the Colonial Building survive, 10 
serving as a unique and lasting example of a project 
undertaken through prison labour 'beyond the walls'. 
McCowen researched thoroughly to help demonstrate 
the cost-effectiveness of the Penitentiary's operations. He 
7 The shot-drill was a form of useless hard labour which 
involved the carrying and passing of weighty cannon balls back 
and forth among a file of men. 
8 Acts of the General Assembly of Newfoundland. Cap XIII, 
An Act to provide for the employment, without the walls of the 
Penitentiary and other Gaols in this Colony, of Prisoners Sentenced 
to Imprisonment therein. 1 7 April 1880. 
9 "Report of John R Mccowen, Governor of the Penitentiary, 
for the Year 1881." ]HA 1882, Appendix, pp. 529-30. 
10 James R Thoms, "Pindikowski: Artist and Forger," in 
Joseph R Smallwood, ed., The Book of Newfoundland, Volume VI, 
StJohn's: Newfoundland Book Publishers (1967) Ltd, 1975, pp. 
170-171. 
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calculated the value of his prisoner labour, showed how 
that labour helped reduce the Penitentiary's operating 
costs, and used data he collected from prisons near and 
far for comparison purposes. As an example, McCowen 
determined that for 1880, the cost of maintaining a 
prisoner at the Penitentiary in St John's was significantly 
less than the much smaller local Harbour Grace Gaol, 
the similar-sized Caven Prison in Ireland, and the much 
larger Newgate Prison in London, England. 11 
McCowen's study of international penal developments 
was taken a step further in June 1881 when he requested 
and received approval for a two-month leave of absence 
to tour prisons and reformatories in the United Kingdom. 
The Newfoundland Government provided him with 
a letter of recommendation asking that he receive 
cooperation and support from the various institutions 
he visited. 12 While there does not appear to be an extant 
document relating to the trip, McCowen's familiarity 
with English penal practices became quite evident in his 
various reports and writings. 
The industrious eff arts of the Penitentiary Governor 
were becoming recognized by authorities and the public. 
In May 1882 the Chief Justice referred to the Governor's 
able management which allowed prisoners to contribute 
to the public revenue through their earnings. 13 Grand 
juries gave similar positive reports. 14 For example, the 
Grand Jury of November stated that the Penitentiary 
"was all that could be desired, and reflected great credit 
on its efficient and pains-taking [sic] Governor. "15 It was 
not long before McCowen's more modern approach to 
prison operations included a request for separate living 
accommodations outside the prison building, as was the 
growing practice elsewhere. 
In October 1883 McCowen complained that the 
prison quarters housing his entire family of ten 16 had 
only one bedroom on the first floor and two cells off the 
old Debtors' Ward. There was no fireplace or ventilation 
in any of the sleeping rooms, a worrisome matter 
when a family member was sick. He added that he was 
"compelled through cramped conditions to sleep in a 
cold miserable room in the attic." McCowen suggested 
11 "Report shewing the comparative cost per prisoner in the 
under-mentioned Prisons, for the year ending 31st December, 
1880," ]HA 1882, p. 536. Mccowen determined that at the 
Penitentiary in Newfoundland the cost to maintain one prisoner 
was £26 12 10, while at Newgate the total cost was £48 18 8, at 
Caven it was £52 4 0 and at Harbour Grace £127 15 0. 
12 PANL, GN 2/1/A, vol. 57, Shea to McCowen, 22October1883. 
13 The Times and General Commercial Gazette, 2 7 May 1882. 
Hereafter referred to as the Times. 
14 Included in the role of grand juries was a semi-annual 
inspection and report of Penitentiary conditions. 
15 Times, 29 November 1882. 
16 Mc Cowen had a total of six children: four sons and two 
daughters. Thus, he may have included live-in relatives and/or 
domestic help when referring to family size. 
that a two-storey family home could be erected for him 
quite cheaply with prison labour. 17 A grand jury had 
already recommended a separate governor's residence, 
with the freed-up space used for a juvenile reformatory 18 
However, the next semi-annual assemblage of citizens, 
while having no complaints about Penitentiary 
operations, opposed the proposal. 
The Grand Jury of December 1883, which undoubtedly 
met with McCowen during its visit to the Penitentiary, 
interpreted his request as an arrogant demand. They 
seemed intent on humbling the Governor, who was 
referred to as 'keeper', an out-of-date, less dignified 
title. Their report observed that "minor discomforts" 
were always tolerated by former occupants of the 
position and suggested these could be remedied with "a 
little management and expense," making the "onerous 
undertaking" of erecting a separate residence unnecessary 
It also concluded that the small number of juveniles did 
not justify a reformatory 19 However, a new governor's 
residence with vacated space being used for female 
prisoners was endorsed by the subsequent Grand Jury 20 
This was McCowen's favoured option; and it received the 
blessing of Sir William Whiteway, the Attorney General, 
who was also Prime Minister of Newfoundland - and 
a friend. 21 A dwelling was constructed just outside the 
Penitentiary on Forest Road,22 while McCowen's former 
quarters was being completed and converted into cells for 
female prisoners, mainly through prison labour.23 
Despite the success of prison labour, McCowen 
recognized that a stable prison industry was needed. 
Following extensive research, he identified broom-
making as the only enterprise which could be 
advantageously carried out in Newfoundland. 24 This 
would be competing with brooms made in the Central 
Prison, Toronto and imported into Newfoundland each 
17 PANL, GN 2/2, Box 60, Mccowen to Sir William Whiteway, 
Attorney General, October 22, 1883. 
18 Times, 2 June 1883. 
19 Times, 5 December 1883. 
20 Times, 11 June 1884. 
21 Mc Cowen was a strong supporter of Whiteway. See Baker, 
p. 619. 
22 Sharpe's Business Directory 1885/86 listed McCowen's new 
residence as being located on Forest Road. Accessed at http.// 
ngb.chebucto.org/51885/185-dist-idx.shtml on 2011-05-06. In 
the 1914 and 1925 City Insurance Plan drawings the 'Governor's 
residence' (which was also used by McCowen's successors), is 
shown as being located in front of the Penitentiary fence on 
Forest Road. While the 1946 insurance drawings reveal that the 
dwelling no longer existed, the 1957 plans show that a smaller 
Superintendents house had been erected on the same site. City 
of St John's Archives. 
23 "Report of Governor of Penitentiary, 1886," ]HA 188 7, p. 884. 
24 "Report of Governor of Penitentiary, 1887 ,"]HA 1888, p . 822. 
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year - "a fair and legitimate rivalry. "25 By December 
1889, its first year of operation, the Penitentiary's 
broom-making industry employed 12 men. 26 It would 
become the cornerstone of productive prison labour at 
the Penitentiary. 
According to McCowen, productive prison 
labour, along with moral and religious influences, 
the enforcement of discipline, and effective street 
supervision helped the Penitentiary to fulfill its mission 
as a corrective and deterrent institution. 27 The prison 
operated smoothly. Visitors, including clergy of all 
faiths, came and went; Penitentiary officers supervised 
those prisoners who were working in the community, 
and disciplinary infractions were few. For example, in 
1885 there was not a single disciplinary punishment, 
which McCowen attributed to the strict enforcement 
of the silent system. 28 However, two high profile 
escapes occurred within a three-year period, each 
leading to official inquiries . Both would test support for 
McCowen's work and his resolve to press on with his 
penal reform efforts. 
The Escapes and Their Aftermath 
Early in the morning of 25 November 1887, Michael 
Whelan, a 23-year-old 'model prisoner' under 
supervision excavating drains near the General Hospital, 
dashed to freedom. His escape must have come as quite a 
shock to McCowen, for Whelan, who had already served 
four years of a life sentence for manslaughter, had been 
frequently employed at various sites in the community. 
His quest for mercy had been championed by the local 
Terra Nova Advocate,29 and at the time a memorial 
pleading for a mitigation of his sentence had been under 
favourable consideration by Supreme Court judges and 
His Excellency, the Governor of Newfoundland. 30 A 
magisterial inquiry was appointed to investigate the matter. 
When the Evening Herald reported the escape later 
that day it strongly supported McCowen's management 
of the prison. 31 However, in January the Daily Colonist 
published two lengthy letters by 'Citizen'. The writer 
blamed McCowen for the escape, claimed Whelan had 
been working on McCowen's property, and called for 
"immediate reform in personnel management and affairs 
25 "Report of Governor of Penitentiary, 1888,"JHA 1889, p. 556. 
26 Times, 7 December 1889. 
27 "Report of Governor of Penitentiary, 1888,"JHA 1889, pp. 556-
5 7. Mc Cowen did not promote educational programs in prison, 
but strongly supported community-based education for youth. 
28 "Report of Governor of Penitentiary for the year 1885," 
]HA 1886, p. 954. 
29 Terra Nova Advocate, 1 February 1888 
30 PANL. GN 212, Box 64, j. W McNeily, Attorney General to 
M. Fenelon, Colonial Secretary, 25 November 1887. 
31 Evening Herald , 25 November 1887. 
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at the Penitentiary." 32 He questioned why McCowen, 
"a mere private in the ranks of the city police" a few 
years earlier, had been appointed keeper over native 
Newfoundlanders, and alleged that his "iron discipline" 
extended to the wardens, "bent into willing and plastic 
obedience of his will. " 33 
Several Colonist readers and other local newspapers 
came to McCowen's defence and questioned Citizen's 
motives. Two correspondents referred to favourable 
assessments by grand juries, and the benefits of prisoner 
employment, whatever the location.34 A letter from a 
farmer prisoner praised McCowen's "kindness and his 
kitchen", and facetiously suggested this "born politician" 
should consider reaping the rewards of politics. 35 Finally, 
the Times exposed the person behind the "malicious 
charges" as a farmer employee who had been expelled 
from the Penitentiary. 36 
McCowen demonstrated the remarkable success of 
prisoner labour initiatives in the community. He stated 
that since the Employment of Prisoners Act was passed 
eight years earlier, at least two-thirds of the 1,548 
prisoners admitted to the Penitentiary had been engaged 
on public works outside the prison, with Whelan being 
the only prisoner to escape. McCowen referred to the 
loyalty of Penitentiary staff, his resblve to adopt the 
most humane methods in the treatment of offenders, 
and his determination "to uphold prison discipline at all 
hazards. "37 The results of the inquiry were released and 
McCowen was instructed to dismiss the officer assigned 
to watch Whelan,38 who had fled to the United States and 
was never re-captured. 39 
The second escape occurred from inside the prison 
during the late night or early morning hours of 20 July 
1890. James Rigby, a violent offender who was serving 
a five-year term for manslaughter, had earlier attacked a 
prison guard and was subdued only with the assistance of 
other prisoners.40 While he was re-captured the next day, 
there were many concerns and rumours, "none of them, 
as may be believed, flattering to those in charge of the 
32 Daily Colonist , 11 January 1888. 
33 Daily Colonist , 18 January 1888. 
34 Daily Colonist , 21 January 1888. 
35 Daily Colonist , 23 January 1888. 
36 Times, 13 January 1888. 
37 "Report of Governor of Penitentiary, 1887," ]HA 1888, p. 
824. 
38 PANL. GN 2/1/ A, vol. 59 , Stirling to McCowen, 2 March 
1888. 
39 A notice placed in various newspapers by the Colonial 
Secretary's office offered a reward of $200 for information 
leading to Whelan's capture. The Daily Colonist of 18 May 1888 
confirmed that Whelan was in the United States. 
40 "Report by Superintendent of the Penitentiary for 1889," 
]HA 1890, pp. 288-289 . 
chief prison of the colony"41 A Board of Commissioners 
was appointed to enquire into the management and 
discipline of the Penitentiary 
The Commissioners' Report gave a resounding 
endorsement of McCowen's management and reforms, 
which it said "incorporate the most enlightened ideas 
of prison government and discipline." It considered 
the treatment of prisoners to be "humane, firm and 
judicious," and praised profitable and other employment 
endeavours. The Commissioners supported McCowen by 
proposing that the powers of his position (now termed 
Superintendent) be more clearly defined, and he be 
given input into the hiring of Penitentiary staff. Among 
other recommendations were: the introduction of new 
rules and regulations guided by those already proposed 
by Mc Cowen; the hiring of additional staff, especially 
a night watchman; and a review of salaries for prison 
workers.42 Over the next few years steps were taken to 
address these matters. 
The Commissioners proclaimed the women's section 
of the prison "as near perfection as may be attained,''43 
and in 1890 McCowen had renovations completed 
to the much larger men's section, providing a more 
secure environment with increased capacity His 
favoured 'separate system' of cellular confinement 
with its "moralizing influences" had now replaced 
associated wards with their "contaminating 
influences."44 In the meantime, McCowen pushed for 
further reforms, including a humane 'commutation law' 
for long-term prisoners. 
Keeping 'Abreast of the Times': Penal Reform 
and Advocacy 
In 1890 the Commutation of Sentences Act (1890) was 
passed. It encouraged the good behaviour and diligence 
of long-term prisoners through the promise of early 
release as they went about their prison labours. The Act 
enabled each prisoner incarcerated for terms totalling 
at least one year to earn a reduction of his sentence of 
one month each for the first and second years; three 
months each for the third and fourth years; and four 
months for each succeeding year. A sick or incapacitated 
prisoner would still be entitled by his good conduct to 
one-half the remission from his sentence.45 McCowen's 
incentives for early release of long-term prisoners 
41 Evening Telegram, 21 July 1890. 
4 2 J G Conroy, A M MacKay & J P Fox, "Report of 
Commissioners on Penitentiary," ]HA 1891, Appendix, pp. 
344-349. 
43 Ibid, p. 347. 
44 "Report by Superintendent of the Penitentiary, for the year 
1890," ]HA 1891, p. 336. 
45 Acts of the General Assembly of Newfoundland. Cap. XVII, An 
Act to provide for the Commutation of Sentences for good behavior and 
industry of Prisoners confined in the Penitentiary, June 11 111, 1890. 
were complemented by different solutions towards the 
reformation of other specific types of offenders. 
McCowen proposed a 'cumulative sentence system' 
for habitual off enders and alternatives to prison for 
vagrants and juvenile offenders. He observed that 
habitual offenders, many of whom were alcoholics, 
were not helped by short prison terms.46 Instead, 
progressively longer sentences following upon each 
conviction were the only effective way to deal with such 
"helpless inebriates. "47 McCowen noted that vagrants 
were often unfit for prison labour due to poor physical 
and/or mental health. He commented that once a man 
"whose only offence is poverty" is sent to prison to 
associate with habitual off enders, "his descent into crime 
is the certain result. "48 However, he believed juvenile 
offenders were the most detrimentally affected by such 
associations. They often suffered from parental neglect, 
and required the supervision of a correctional school, 
which included "boarding out" at a respectable home 
and/or apprenticeship to a business. McCowen proposed 
a sequence of community-based sentences ranging from 
a reprimand with bail for a first offence to two years of 
correctional school followed by three months probation 
for repeat offenders.49 
Newfoundland's penal reform initiatives generally 
fallowed developments in Britain, where Edmund 
DuCane, the man in charge of the English prison 
system, operated a professionalized, paramilitary 
organization that uniformly dealt with and controlled 
prisoners. 50 Despite scarce resources McCowen strived 
for the professionalized, soldierly obedience of staff to 
manage and discipline prisoners. His strong regimen 
of penal discipline may have contributed to the view 
that he treated prisoners harshly 51 However, according 
to the Evening Telegram he was "an iron hand in a 
velvet glove", and though a strict disciplinarian, he was 
46 McCowen cited the case of a 38-year-old inmate who on 
73 occasions had been sentenced to the Penitentiary, for terms 
averaging one month. 
4 7 "Report of Governor of Penitentiary, 1886," ]HA 188 7, 
p. 883. 
48 "Report of Governor of Penitentiary, 1887 ,'']HA 1888, p. 821 
49 John McCowen, "Reformatory and Industrial Schools," 
Times, 2 December 1885. 
SO Sean McConville, English Local Prisons 1860-1900: Next 
Only to Death, London: Routledge & Kegan Paul Ltd., 1995 . 
S 1 A manuscript by Betty McGrath Conroy Mennie, the 
daughter of James Fanning McGrath (who succeeded 
McCowen as superintendent) claims that Mccowen had a 
reputation for the harsh treatment of offenders. However, 
Mennie was only two-years-old when her father died, so 
she was not speaking from memory, but from what she had 
learned from family lore. The copy of the relevant section of 
the manuscript was provided by Robin McGrath, author and 
granddaughter of James Fanning McGrath. 
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kind and considerate in his treatment of offenders. 52 
Newfoundland's prison under McCowen was not as 
punitive as the British prison regime under DuCane. 
In Britain, monotonous and unremitting penal labour, 
separation, and other hardships had contributed to an 
impersonal, machine-like operation, where two years' 
local imprisonment was considered by one judge as the 
most severe punishment known to English law: "next 
only to death."53 In Newfoundland a more humane 
prison operation was in place. 
In May 1891 the local Times newspaper, citing an 
annual report of the Howard Association of Great Britain, 
reported that Mccowen had been unanimously elected 
as a member of the Association's general committee, 
only the second time a prison official had been so highly 
honoured. The tribute came about largely because 
of McCowen's efforts in getting the Commutation of 
Sentences Act through the local legislature, and for his 
reports and treatises on crime and punishment which 
he had submitted to the Association at various times. 
The Howard Association praised McCowen's progressive 
penal philosophy and termed his writings as being "quite 
in harmony with those of the most advanced advocates of 
penal reform." The Times commented that it was pleased 
that there are such men in Newfoundland "whose ideas 
are abreast of the times. "54 
Image, Values and Reforms 
McCowen's treatment of offenders, his writings, and 
lifestyle helped create a favourable public image. The 
Times described him as a "general favorite" in the 
community, stating "never has it been known that he 
has, in any way, subjected a prisoner under his charge 
to any other restrictions than those ordained by law. "55 
McCowen used the press to promote alternatives 
to imprisonment for youth. 56 He was an outspoken 
temperance advocate, warning of the disastrous 
consequences of alcohol, including its strong relationship 
to crime.57 McCowen was an active member of the 
community and a Justice of the Peace;58 and he raised a 
good family, with his children eventually making their 
own strong contributions to both country and empire. 59 
52 Evening Telegram, 27 March 1895. 
5 3 Mcconville, 199 5. 
54 Times, 20 May 1891. 
5 5 Times, 2 December 1891. 
56 Times, 2 December 1885. 
57 John R Mccowen, "Drink in Relation to Crime: A Paper 
Read Before the Cathedral Branch of the Church of England 
Temperance Society". 
58 Evening Telegram, 27 March 1895. 
59 For example, at the time of his death in February 1908, 
two of McCowen's sons were serving as doctors in England 
and India respectively, while the other two were lieutenants 
in the British Navy. One of McCowen's daughters predeceased 
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However, while his support for Sir William Whiteway 
had its benefits, some accused McCowen of being too 
political for a public servant and too eager to promote his 
own accomplishments. 60 Nevertheless, his competency 
was never questioned. 
Whiteway appreciated McCowen's organizational skills, 
and fallowing the devastating St John's fire of July 1892 
Whiteway appointed him Honorary Secretary of the 
Fire Relief Committee. In October McCowen obtained a 
leave of absence from his Penitentiary duties to fulfill a 
government request that he visit Canadian and American 
cities to study the organization and maintenance of 
their fire departments. His report of January 1893 was 
well received, and the following July he was appointed 
Chairman of the Board of Fire Commissioners61 - a 
selection which sparked controversy 
The Evening Herald termed McCowen's selection "an 
outrageous insult," and asked why able citizens who had 
voluntarily given their time as firemen were all passed 
"contemptuously by "62 Letters to the Herald questioned 
McCowen's past appointments, his political involvement, 
and how his Penitentiary duties would permit him time 
to work on Fire Commission matters. Letters to the 
Evening Telegram by 'Turk' defended McCowen, praised 
his accomplishments, and were also political in tone. 63 
McCowen fulfilled his added responsibilities, and two 
years later when submitting his bill for work as 
Chairman of the Fire Commissioners he boasted, "It is 
due to my exertions alone that the most perfect Fire and 
Police Alarm System on the continent of America is now 
installed in this city .... " 64 In the meantime McCowen 
him, while the other, Alice May, was married a month before 
he died to John Shannon Munn, a partner in the St John's firm 
of Bowring Brothers (Evening Telegram, 10 February 1908). 
Tragically, ten years later (23 February 1918) John Munn and 
his 3V2-year-old daughter Betty were lost in the wreck of the 
Florizel while en route to New York to rendezvous with Alice 
May who was already there. In 1925 a statue of Peter Pan 
commissioned by Sir Edgar Bowring was unveiled at Bowring 
Park in St John's "In memory of a little girl who loved the 
park." The little girl was Betty Munn, granddaughter of John 
McCowen (see Bert Riggs, "Collection Offers Glimpses of St 
John's Society," The Gazette, 17 October 1996, http://www. 
heritage.nf.ca/cns_archives22riggsoctl 7 _1996.html). 
60 Evening Herald , 8 August 1893. 
61 Baker, p. 619. 
62 Evening Herald , 29 June, 1 July 1893. 
63 Evening Herald, 1 July 5, 11 August 1893; Evening 
Telegram, 4, 7, 8 August 1893. The Herald and some of its 
correspondents alleged McCowen was writing under the name 
'Turk' and challenged him to deny the charge. The Evening 
Telegram declared that McCowen did not write the letters, and 
claimed his position as a public servant prevented him from 
denying the charge. 
64 Arthur Fox, The Newfoundland Constabulary, Robinson 
Blackmore Printing & Publishing Ltd., 1971, p. 97. 
kept Penitentiary operations on course, and continued 
to propose further penal reforms. 
McCowen urged that early crime prevention 
measures be put in place to help children avoid 
criminal activities. He emphasized the importance of 
parental oversight and training for moral development 
in early life. He believed that children of all ages 
should be required to attend school for a reasonable 
period of time each year; and proposed that a 'truant 
inspector' be appointed to look after wayward and 
destitute children. McCowen advocated that children 
be sent to agricultural colonies to work instead of 
prisons, with strong incentives to eventually establish 
their own farms, as he stated was the practice in 
Australia and Western Canada. 65 
While McCowen was the first Newfoundland justice 
official to advocate for a prisoners' aid society to help 
offenders obtain work upon release, he did not want 
people outside the prison system meddling in its 
affairs. He believed that the best reformatory method 
is achieved by such means as "rigid, exacting and 
impartial discipline," and considered philanthropists 
who criticized the harshness of the prison disciplinary 
regime to be misinformed. Instead, he advised that 
their time would be better spent in subscribing to 
the maintenance of a society to help prisoners find 
employment once they were released. 66 
Moving On and Reflecting Back 
In March 1895 McCowen's work at the Penitentiary 
came to an end when he was appointed Inspector-
General of the Newfoundland Constabulary - an 
appointment which was also controversial, and a 
position in which he also excelled. 67 That year an 
inquiry held into Britain's severely punitive prison 
system was released. The landmark Gladstone 
Committee Report focused primarily on the 
reformation of the criminal, and among its major 
recommendations was the need to move from penal to 
productive labour,68 a shift successfully introduced 
to the Newfoundland Penitentiary by McCowen a 
decade earlier. 
65 "Report by Superintendent of Penitentiary, for year 1891," 
]HA 1892, pp. 311-313. 
66 "Annual Report and Statistical Returns" ( 1894), ]HA 
1895, pp. 322-324. 
6 7 Many thought the position should have gone to Sub-
Inspector John Sullivan, a veteran of the Constabulary who 
was also a native Newfoundlander. However, McCowen 
spent 12 years as Inspector-General and was credited with 
reorganizing and modernizing the force. See Fox, The 
Newfoundland Constabulary, pp. 69-92. 
68 Mcconville, 1995, p. 692. 
In his final report McCowen reiterated the 
importance of labour in bringing profits to the 
ins ti tu ti on, training to the prisoner, and in serving as a 
tool for rehabilitation. In reverential tones he declared, 
"There is something peculiarly elevating about labour; 
it comes nearer being a panacea for crime than any 
other one thing."69 McCowen's broom-making industry 
would employ prisoners for another half century. And 
his commutation law was the first Newfoundland 
legislation to reward industrious and good behaviour 
with the incentive of early release. 
McCowen's penal reform initiatives were a reflection 
of his character and values. He was guided by a strong 
work ethic; he believed that productive labour was 
vital to the reformation of offenders. His life was 
marked by discipline and temperance; he believed 
that a proper regimen of prison discipline could help 
reform habitual offenders, many of whom had alcohol 
problems. His acquired knowledge of penology helped 
him to gain support for humane reforms, ranging 
from Penitentiary remodelling to progressive penal 
laws. McCowen adhered to strong family values; he 
promoted visionary crime prevention ideas involving 
the family His sense of mission remained, despite 
some unfulfilled proposals and sensationalistic 
escapes during his watch. While admired by many, his 
political partisanship and imperious attitude aroused 
resentment in others. Yet no one could deny how 
indelibly McCowen put his stamp on the Penitentiary. 
His reforms modernized the prison and laid the 
foundation for its operation into the 20th century. el 
Terry Carlson, PhD, is a consultant with the provincial 
Department of justice. In 2008 he co-authored Decades of 
Darkness: Moving towards the Light - A Review of the 
Prison System in Newfoundland and Labrador 
(NL Department of justice). 
68 Mcconville, 1995, p. 692. 
69 "Annual Report and Statistical Returns" (1894), ]HA 
1895, p. 323. 
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REVEILLE 
As we approach the 1 OQth anniversary of WWI, we will present a series of profiles of Newfoundland soldiers and veterans. 
BY BERT RIGGS 
Howard Leopold Morry (1885-1972) 
When he joined the Newfoundland Regiment in 1914, 
Howard Morry of Ferryland listed his occupation as 
fisherman. While the fishery was no doubt his main 
source of income, Morry also took advantage of the 
fauna of the Ferry land area, which, for the experienced 
hunter, could provide a ready supply of fresh meat 
during the long winter months when fishing was 
virtually impossible. In his memoirs, Morry records 
that he and a group off riends killed 22 deer, most likely 
caribou, during one fall season around the turn of the 
century, an indication of the size of the herds and the 
importance of this native ungulate as a source off ood 
to the local population. 1 
Howard Leopold Morry was born in Ferryland on 
July 24, 1885, the son of Catherine Frances White and 
Thomas Graham Morry The Morrys, originally from 
Devonshire, England, had lived in Newfoundland for 
several generations, while the Whites were newly arrived, 
Catherine's father having been born in Devonshire. 
Thomas Morry operated a large fishing establishment 
and a farm, on which he grew vegetables and raised 
cattle and sheep. 
While completing his formal education in the Roman 
Catholic school in Ferryland, Morry worked on his 
father's farm, made forays into the woods for food 
and fire wood, and enjoyed all that life offered in a 
Newfoundland outport in the closing decade of the 19th 
century Shortly after leaving school, he and his older 
brother Albert travelled to the Canadian West, where 
they were employed for a season harvesting wheat on 
the prairies. Returning to Ferryland for the winter, the 
next spring it was off to British Columbia, where he 
spent several years engaged in a variety of occupations, 
including crewman on a steamer on the Victoria-
Vancouver-Seattle run, installing municipal water pipes 
in Victoria, logging, and shifts at a salmon cannery 
On January 15, 1909, Morry left Victoria on a two-
week cross-country trek that brought him back to 
Ferryland. It was where he would remain, working 
as a fisherman, farmer, woodsman, and deer hunter 
1 All quotations used in this article are from "Memoirs of Howard 
Leopold Morry" found online at http://ngb.chebucto.org/NFREG/WWV 
ww 1-add-morry 72 6-memoirs.shtml. 
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for most of the next six 
years, until December 1 7, 
191 4, when he travelled 
to St John's to enlist in the 
Newfoundland Regiment. 
He was given the rank 
of private and assigned 
regimental number 726, 
part of the second draft of 
the regiment, the First Five 
Hundred having left for 
England on October 4. 
Morry spent less than 
two months in training 
in St John's before being shipped off to England on 
February 5, 1915, on board the SS Dominion, one of 244 
members of C Company of the Newfoundland Regiment. 
They docked at Liverpool, England, on February 16 
and from there it was off to Edinburgh, Scotland, to 
rendezvous with the First Five Hundred. 
After a spring and summer of intensive training, 
on August 20, 1915, 34 officers and 1042 men of the 
Newfoundland Regiment left England on board the 
SS Megan tic for the eastern Mediterranean, arriving at 
Alexandria, Egypt, on the 31st. From there they were 
taken by train to Cairo, and two weeks later by ship to 
Mudros on the Greek island of Lemnos, from where, on 
September 20th, they would be transported across the 
Aegean Sea to Suvla Bay on Turkey's Gallipoli Peninsula. 
It was there that they first met enemy fire, first fired 
their own guns at the enemy forces, sustained their first 
casualties, and buried their dead. 
Morry and his fellow Newfoundlanders were under 
constant attack during their three-plus months at 
Gallipoli. He saw a number of his comrades fall victim 
to bullets or shells, including a close pal, David Carew 
(#776), who, on October 7 stood up and stretched after 
hours of trench digging. Within a split second an enemy 
bullet had gone right through his skull. 
In his memoirs, Morry writes of the horrible conditions 
in the trenches at Gallipoli. "The days were awfully hot, 
and the night cold. We'd lay in the bottom of the trench 
in the middle of the day, so the sun could not shine in 
on us. The heat and lice and flies were something awful. 
The flies would gather in bunches wherever there was 
moisture - the corners of your mouth, your nostrils and 
eyelids -you just could not beat them off. They'd be in 
bunches and when you opened a tin of beef or jam 'twas 
black with flies before you could eat a mouthful. No 
wonder we had dysentery" 
His description of the lice was even more horrendous. 
"The lice were so thick that anyone with a hairy body 
would spend most of their time scratching (I was one 
of these unfortunates). When you had your puttees on 
they'd gather down there and when you'd take them off, 
your legs would be covered as thick as they could stow. 
We were issued with knotted body belts about a foot 
wide to ward off cholera. We had to discard them or be 
eat off in the middle. When the sun would get up a bit, 
every man, with the exception of those at the periscopes 
would be stripped and anyone who had a bit of candle 
was lucky You'd turn your pants inside out, turn back 
the seam, and there they were, piled on top of one 
another; run a lighted candle or a match up and down 
the seams a few times, then give them a good beating 
against the side of the trench and put them on again. 
After ten or twelve hours you were as lousy as ever. The 
eggs would be on you as thick as they could stow. Maybe 
a dozen eggs on a single hair. It wasn't the fighting we 
minded, it was the heat and the flies and the lice." 
After a number of harrowing experiences, any of 
which could have resulted in his death, on January 15, 
1916 Morry, along with the last members of the main 
force of the Newfoundland Regiment, those who had 
not been killed or evacuated previously because of 
injury or illness, were withdrawn from Suvla Bay and 
shipped back left to Alexandria. After two months at 
Suez, they boarded HMT Alaunia on March 14, docking 
at Marseilles, France, on the 22nd. Three days later 
they arrived by train at Pont Remy, near Abbeville, in 
northern France. It was from this small French village 
on the River Somme that Morry and his mates would 
begin the journey that would take them to Beaumont 
Hamel on July 1. 
On the morning of July 1, 1916, the opening day of 
the Battle of the Somme, the Newfoundland Regiment 
was scheduled to go over the top into No Man's Land at 
8:45 am, an hour and 15 minutes after the initial wave 
of British regiments had reached the enemy trenches, 
but because of the devastating counterattack from the 
Germans, and the increasing numbers of killed and 
wounded, their advance was postponed until 9: 15 am. 
The previous day, Morry was assigned to a small group 
charged with bringing rations to their comrades as they 
reached their objectives. As the morning of July 1 ticked 
away, it quickly became clear to him that these rations 
would not be needed. 
In recalling that morning, he later wrote, "The very 
minute they went over all hell broke loose, the Germans 
sure were ready and waiting. You could see nothing but 
shell bursts, and men and sods and everything going up 
in the air. The machine guns were mowing them down. 
My cousin Victor Carew and I got up to go on with the 
rations and only had gone a few yards when the Officer 
called us back. 'Twas all over. We knew the Regiment 
had been wiped out and the advance was a failure. That 
morning we were vexed because we had been detailed 
for rations, but after the first few minutes we saw how 
lucky we had been." 
As a result of that assignment, Morry was one of the 
68 men of the Newfoundland Regiment able to answer 
the first roll call after that day, held on July 4. He did not 
come out of the attack unscathed, however. In addition 
to seeing many of his comrades killed or wounded, 
Morry came down with trench fever, a serious aliment 
transmitted by body lice, After two stays in hospital at 
the Front, he was invalided to England on August 25, 
where he spent several weeks at Wandsworth Hospital 
recuperating. Following his release he was granted a 
furlough to Newfoundland, arriving there on January 
10, 1917. While on that furlough, onJanuary 26, he was 
notified that he had he had been deemed medically unfit 
and was discharged from the Regiment. 
One of the unexpected high points of Morry's time in 
Scotland was his introduction to Fredris Marion Powdrell 
Minty (1895-1948), a native of Edinburgh, with whom 
he fell head-over-heels in love. She returned his feelings 
and they were married on June 2, 1915, a mere two 
months before he had to leave Scotland to prepare for 
the sea voyage to Egypt. She subsequently travelled to 
Newfoundland where their first child, daughter Mary 
Phyllis, was born on April 2 4, 1916 at St John's. Over 
the next 20 years another eight children, William Minty, 
Thomas Graham, Reginald James, Jean Catherine, Elsie 
Frances, Catherine Frances, Priscilla Ann, and Howard 
George were all born in Ferryland. 
Morry spent the remainder of his life in Ferryland, 
earning his livelihood through fisheries- and farming-
related enterprises, including outfitting men for the 
fishery OnJuly 1, 1961 he returned to Beaumont 
Hamel for the first time since the war, one of ten former 
members of the now Royal Newfoundland Regiment 
who had survived the fighting 45 years previous, as part 
of a wreath-laying ceremony He died at Ferryland on 
February 8, 1972, at the age of 86. 
We are fortunate that Howard Morry took the time to 
record his memories of his service as a member of the 
Newfoundland Regiment in World War I. His chronicle, 
while personal, is reflective of the experiences of so many 
members of the Regiment, many of whom never got to 
come home. He speaks for all of them. mI!1 
Bert Riggs is an archivist, English teacher, and author whose most 
recent book is Grand Bank Soldier (Flanker Press, 2007). 
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Hope, by Anthony Redpath (lightjet chromogenic print, 2009). 
The New Romantics, a 
three-hander exhibition of works 
from Kelly Richardson, Philippa 
Jones, and Anthony Redpath, 
is full of colour, scale, and life. 
Its ethos, as the title suggests, is 
a stewardship of individualism 
against industrialism, and an 
evaluation of the uneasy promise 
of nascent science. It envisions 
forward. And yet it also harkens 
backward, and truly there is a 
haunted-ness to this exhibition: in 
the ghost trees of Richardson's The 
Erudition (2010); the spectral there-
not-there porthole figures in Jones' 
Umbra (2012); the geographic 
abandonment and pointlessness of 
Redpath's End of the Line (2011). So 
much of all their work is concerned 
or infused with the ephemeral, 
the dreamlike, even as they show 
twilight desert mountain ranges, 
lively magic-lantern harbours, or 
snow-dusted railway tracks. 
Redpath's images (lightjet 
chromogenic prints), with their 
suburban and factory settings, are 
often of manufacturing fac;ade and 
mechanized detritus and jetsam. 
The wooden siding of Free Store 
(2009) is gaping and dilapidated. 
The metal silos of Red Stacks (2011) 
are scoured and effaced. Redpath's 
most compelling piece, Trailer 
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Park Party (2009), is configured 
with celebrants: dancing, talking, 
drinking, flirting; a big, muscled, 
tattooed guy in a black sleeveless 
shirt hoists a beer mug as he 
tends a barbeque; a girl in a loose 
beret, batik dress , and slouchy 
boots sits alone with her back to 
a garage door. A viewer can look 
and look, as there is such vitality 
the relationships seem to open 
and evolve before our eyes. It has 
a cinematic verve. And yet these 
people, with their jean vests and 
surfboards and wood-paneled walls , 
are also marginal, their animated 
snapshot panel of life situated far 
from any economic hub. 
The works of the other two visual 
artists beckon outside a single 
frame. Jones' 49 Seconds (2012) is 
a wall-filled multitude of pen and 
ink drawings on paper, showing 
a small bird in swift and intricate 
detail, at first prone and insensible, 
then flexing and arcing into flight. 
The viewer is a witness here, but in 
her other two pieces they are also 
participant. Umbra, an interactive 
projection, inhabits a small side 
gallery The cast pictorial screen is 
a looping film of sepia seascape, 
buildings, and birds, but it can only 
be seen through the figures of those 
in the space. These forms become 
ART 
NEW HOPE 
CAFE. 
luminous with the work, and the 
more viewers that cluster there, the 
more of Umbra can be seen. One 
person cannot see all of Umbra -
though as the title suggests this 
eclipse may be the point of the 
work. And, while in Umbra the 
spectators appear as phantoms, in 
Drawn (2012) they play more as a 
conduit, or conductor. They move 
their hands above a surface, and 
these create and attract a fluttering 
cloud of little moths. 
Richardson's piece is also a video 
installation, but one that is a thing-
in-itself, a work that is gorgeous 
and surreal and staged with striking 
theatricality The projection shows 
a crepuscular landscape, of desert 
ground and mountains under a star-
strewn sky Tall white trees pop into 
view, blow with a wind, disappear, 
reappear. It is mesmerizing, and 
both alien and comforting. 
Together these three artists 
present work that probes and 
plays and affirms and entrances. 
The New Romantics asks old 
questions with new media, and 
the alluring answers are individual 
and open-ended . el 
The New Romantics continues at 
The Rooms Provincial Art Gallery 
until May 27, 2012. -NQ 
BOOK 
City Seen: Artist's Views of 
St John's 1785 - 2010 
By Patricia Grattan 
$44. 9 5 soft cover 
$59.95 hard cover 
136 pages 
Winter Place Projects 201 1 
W ith the support of the City of St John's 
and the Gill Ratcliffe Foundation 
This gorgeous and original volume 
combines high production values 
with an astonishing range of 
imagery deftly placed in historical 
and cultural context. Some of 
the art works have never been 
publically shown and none of 
them have been gathered in one 
place and arranged and articulated 
in such a manner. And no one 
has curated them within such an 
historical scope, and into such an 
artistic array. This book is a jewel. 
The work unfolds 
chronologically, and one of the 
many fascinating aspects of City 
Seen is the explanation of how the 
purpose of visual art recordings of 
St John's changed over time. 
"The earliest images of 
St John's, which came out of 
European voyages of exploration 
and struggles for political control, 
are fanciful rather 
than accurate, made by artists and 
engravers who had no personal 
experience of their subject matter." 
Hence Matthaeus Merian's early 
1 7rh century wood engraving of 
Captain Richard Whitbourne's 
mermaid in St John's harbour. 
There was no attempt at precise or 
truthful representation, nor was 
any expected. It was far more about 
fable than topography. 
More accurate and detailed works 
did follow. These were meant to 
convey the geography of a colonial 
outpost growing in military and 
economic importance. Examples 
include 18th century pen and ink 
drawings and watercolours of 
the harbour or Cape Spear, and 
paintings of the British fleet inside 
the Narrows. As the settlement 
and its industry grew, artists 
correspondingly captured the iconic 
ecclesiastical architecture of skyline, 
the wharves and stages of the 
international cod commerce. 
These are significant works, and 
often striking. But these artists, like 
the population in general, were 
itinerant, moving with the cycle of 
the fishing and sealing seasons. And 
they were not so much inspired by 
the view as working to order. 
Around the 20th century, this 
changed, with visual artists like 
Rockwell Kent, Robert Pilot and 
Rhoda Dawson putting down some 
tentative domestic or family roots 
in the place, just as they were 
taken with the sights and scenes 
of the city They produced some 
remarkable works. 
This was still not a home grown 
movement though~ that came 
with the mid-20th century and Rae 
Perlin and Reginald and Helen 
Parsons Shepherd. But even post-
Confederation St John's was not a 
time or place when an artist could 
live off their work - Perlin was a 
nurse, the Shepherds taught, and 
REVIEWS 
Parsons Shepherd was noted for 
her commissioned portraits. It was 
in the late 1960s when artists like 
Christopher Pratt and Don Wright 
could make their vocation their full 
time occupation. As well, supportive 
infrastructure like the MUN gallery, 
the Newfoundland and Labrador 
Arts Council, and MUN Extension 
Services were established. And an 
incredible expansion and flowering 
of the professional visual arts scene 
has followed. By the early 21st 
century we have John Hartmann, 
Jennifer Pohl, Grant Boland, 
Veselina Tomova ... this wonderful 
list goes on. 
This is a very brief synopsis of 
136 pages of well-written, engaging 
text (including poems by Robin 
McGrath and Mary Dalton) and 
hundreds of pictures from over a 
hundred artists (of whom short 
biographies are included at the 
end). City Seen blends a unique 
chronicle of St John's with a lavish, 
three-century-plus visual art archive 
into a publication that is extensive, 
engrossing, and exceptional. mr!l 
- Joan Sullivan 
NEWFOUNDLAND QUARTERLY 59 
... 
Vl 
0 
> 
c 
0 
u 
c 
0 
·-0 
"U 
c 
0 
0 
ca 
REVIEWS 
N E W F 0 U N D LAN D M 0 D~ R N . 
~ {, 
Architecture In the Smallwood Years ~ 
1949-1972 / 
• \. • ' • a 1 a I O a. .t 1 
·r; . # I • t f • 
: . . . l ~ ·· ·~···~ 
I l C l 1 1. ' ' \. ~ 
. . . 
. . 
:.- I l I I ,# 
. . RO B E RT ME L L I N 
.... 
. .. " 
.. ,... """ ~-------
Newfoundland Modern: 
Architecture in the Smallwood 
Years 1949-1972 
By Robert Mellin 
$59.95 304 pages 
McGill-Queen's/ Beaverbrook 2011 
Robert Mellin in Newfoundland 
Modern provides a pleasure and 
addresses a need. As he did in 
his book on Tilting, he opens 
our eyes to an aspect of our 
landscape that would otherwise 
be neglected and celebrated 
only once irretrievably lost. 
The architecture of the post-
Confederation period is the 
architecture in which most St 
John's building preservationists 
grew up or around and, 
consequently, their view may 
be tinged with that contempt 
born of familiarity. So, to have 
it brought to our attention now 
when damage is only beginning 
to be done is well-timed. In 
Mellin's book we have a guide 
to enable the assessment of 
buildings which we would want 
to preserve. 
The production of the book is 
first-rate - something we have 
come to expect from McGill-
Queens. The photographs (most 
by the author with a number 
by Ned Pratt and others) are 
of very high quality and stand 
well against the architectural 
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drawings and older black-
and-white images. Particularly 
beautiful is the Rennie/Horwood 
presentation drawing of the 
Signal Hill solarium, which 
serves as the dust jacket, but 
is best seen as a full-page 
illustration in the text. The layout 
with its judicious use of white 
space and varied juxtaposition 
of text and image is beautifully 
done. 
I do have some minor 
concerns. I noted a number 
of cases (very few) where the 
editing is less than attentive 
to style and farm. Also, Mellin 
makes the rather curious 
statement that it is "claimed 
that [A J C] Paine was originally 
from Trinity" ( 148). Paine's 
background, based on letters 
from his family, is given in the 
Encyclopedia of Newfoundland and 
Labrador: born to a Methodist 
clergyman in Trinity, he attended 
the Methodist College in St 
John's and went on to graduate 
from architecture at McGill in 
1910. Because Paine designed 
his brother's house in Vancouver 
in 1911 Mellin draws the 
conclusion that his family had 
moved there. But this is unlikely 
for his father lived in St John's 
until his death in 1916, so it may 
only mean that his brother gave 
him an early commission. 
Following a substantial 
introduction the book is 
arranged in three sections: 
the first , a treatment of work 
in the period just prior to 
Confederation and an account 
of the initial development of 
the Newfoundland Architect's 
Association; the second, a survey 
of the architecture of 1949-72 by 
building type; the third and final 
section a treatment of the work 
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of two of the more significant 
architects of the period. It is 
really regrettable that Mellin 
anchored so much of the second 
and main section on Smallwood's 
promotional book, Newfoundland: 
Canada's Happy Province, as it 
makes the work look far more 
dependent on a piece of political 
propaganda than it in fact is. Yes, 
it is very proper to acknowledge 
a source. Yes, Smallwood's book 
provides the best collection 
of images and information on 
the buildings. However, there 
is danger that the constant 
deference may give a sense that 
Newfoundland Modern is merely 
an updating of the earlier book, 
which it, very clearly, is not. 
Mellin looks very closely at 
the buildings, determines their 
sources, and tells the stories 
behind their construction. 
Among these is the fascinating 
tale of the design of the new 
campus for Memorial University. 
Walter Gropius, the great 
Bauhaus architect, was interested 
(as I heard the story) in being 
given the opportunity to design 
a campus to deal with winter 
conditions but the government 
(aka Smallwood) did not avail 
of this opportunity. Instead, 
local architect William Ryan 
was initially given the job and 
produced drawings for the 
buildings, only to be replaced by 
Paine. Curiously, Ryan's ideas did 
not entirely disappear as Ryan's 
elevation for the Arts building 
shows. It looks like Paine took 
Ryan's proposal, which involved 
a somewhat complex but quite 
imposing plan, and flattened 
it for economy's sake. And no 
doubt Smallwood, who was 
always wary of architects and 
their costs, approved of the 
BOOK 
change. '0/e who walk this 
campus daily can tend to be 
dismissive of the buildings -
until we look at them again 
through Mellin's eyes and 
images. 
One question that struck me 
as I read the book was - were 
those architects so beholden 
to Frank Lloyd Wright (to take 
the book's most cited exemplar 
of the leaders of modern 
architecture) that they had 
no independence of design? 
That is an initial impression, 
but if we look back at any 
age of architecture we see 
that there were always leaders 
and followers. In the 16th 
and subsequent centuries the 
Venetian, Andrea Palladio, was 
imitated widely and wonderfully 
and, eventually, new styles 
emerged out of his version of 
classicism. The 19th century 
fashion for the Gothic spun a 
host of medieval pastiches and a 
remarkable run of adaptations. 
So what kind of judgement do 
we make on Newfoundland 
modern? That it was an 
exploratory architecture - a 
venturing into something that 
had not been tried before, for 
which there was no precedent, 
against which there was much 
prejudice. This book will do 
much to mitigate that prejudice 
and encourage the interest 
in and consideration of these 
newer contributions to our 
architectural heritage. And, that, 
aside from its scholarship, is its 
real value. mr!l 
Shane O'Dea, Professor emeritus of 
English and Public Orator at Men1orial 
University, has long been involved with 
preservation in Newfoundland. 
Deluded Your Sailors 
By Michelle Butler Hallett 
$21.75 271 pages 
Killick Press 201 1 
Deluded Your Sailors is a new 
novel by St john's writer 
Michelle Butler Hallett. It has 
its lucid moments, and its 
clever moments (or, as I like 
to think them: moments of 
hinted at, but unsustained, 
or unsustainable, brilliance). 
It has its witty moments, and 
gritty moments, and off-putting 
vomiting moments. It has sad 
moments, happy moments, and 
pretty damned funny moments. 
All very good moments for a 
novel to have. But when Hallett 
puts it all together, it doesn't 
quite add up. 
The primary plot is the 
story of Nichole Wright, a 
fictional playwright laden 
with personal neuroses borne 
of childhood trauma that 
continues through adulthood, 
who has been commissioned 
by a fictional outport, Port Au 
Mal, to write a play for tourists 
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to celebrate the community's 
250th anniversary. In a parody 
of the uneasy intermingling of 
Newfoundland art, history, and 
tourist industry, Hallett fills 
Nichole's world with characters 
that even for this art-scene 
' dilettante, ring almost too true: 
Seth Seabright, the town drunk, 
ne'er-do-well, and writer who 
gets stung half-to-death by 
wasps and tries to set himself 
on fire; Evan Rideout, the well-
meaning archivist/could-be 
love interest from the Admiral's 
Rooms, an art gallery/museum; 
the sculptor commissioned to 
make a commemorative work 
of the Sea Sentry, an offshore 
rig that sank on February 15, 
1982 for the Admiral's Rooms; 
' 
the well-meaning, but hapless, 
philanthropists and bureaucrats 
sitting around board tables 
plotting politically correct 
tourist fodder that there is not 
much of an appetite for; the 
crazy-old Port Au Mal reverend 
who claims to have stolen a 
knife from the 1730s (the novel 
is set in 2009 in the Republic of 
Newfoundland, an alternative 
mirror of its own); the uncouth 
and brash Minister of Tourism, 
Culture and Recreation; even 
. " . . . 
"some writer interv1ew1ng 
family members of the Sea 
Sentry to write a book; and 
so on. 
Like I said, I am a 
Newfoundland art-scene 
dilettante, and even I recognize 
the real people a lot of these 
characters are based on. Were 
I further engaged with the 
scene, I suppose I would get 
the titillating, gossipy fun of 
recognition. But if you don't 
recognize the faces behind 
the fictional names there is no 
thrill. Perhaps if Hallett were 
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mounting a sort of critical 
assault on how incestuous and 
echo-chambery such a large and 
active art-scene can become 
in such a small place this 
book would be indispensible, 
but I can't see it as that. For 
these characters, archetypes 
of Townie artists, or fictional 
characters based on real people, 
exist merely as sketches. 
Sketches we don't get to know 
much beyond their personal 
disorders that Hallett invents 
for nearly everyone and splays 
out in her unique prose-style, 
which is the source of both her 
strength and often her weakness 
as writer, over a scant 109 
pages, which is split into two 
sections sandwiched around 
159 pages of, quite literally, a 
whole other story. 
Not that 109 pages isn't 
enough to tell a decent story, 
just not this story as Hallett 
attempts to tell it. Nichole is 
the protagonist by a slim page-
time majority, but only slightly 
so; most of the others linger 
in the spotlight as well. The 
result is that we are asked to 
care about more characters over 
a span where we can't possibly 
get to know them all well 
enough, which meant, for me, 
that I couldn't really like any of 
them enough for it to matter. 
Then there is that whole 
other story, which could 
warrant a whole other review, 
but in the limited space that is 
left, allow me to summarize it 
thusly: Nichole's search through 
the archives and attics uncovers 
the true history of Port Au Mal's 
past, which is obliquely told 
via a tale centered primarily on 
Christopher "Kitt" Matthew 
Finn, a fictional 1730s gender-
bending sex slave/sea captain/ 
pirate/international spy (yes, all 
one person) laden with personal 
compulsions, and a raft of 
shady merchants, international 
spy masters in powder wigs, 
molasses smugglers, crooked 
sailors, honourable lieutenants, 
fanatical captains from the 
Royal Navy, manipulative 
outport Admirals, and 
ship-wracked prisoners of 
circumstance who all have some 
connection to Port Au Mal. 
This, much like the first 
narrative, could be seen as 
an indictment of the sacred 
cow/cottage industry of 
Newfoundland history and 
historical fiction - the plot 
summary certainly makes 
it seem absurd - but it's 
BOOK 
difficult to tell whether Hallett 
means to skewer it or add to 
it. Each story is told through 
a sometimes difficult to 
follow series of documentary 
flashbacks from notes, ledgers, 
and confessions, memories and 
flashbacks and third-person 
narration, all often inter-mixed 
(and muddied, often needlessly, 
by Hallett's quirky use of 
formatting and punctuation 
which comes to the forefront 
instead of disappearing into 
the background to help tell the 
story). The result of the second 
thread, much like the first, 
is split affinities. While Kitt 
Finn is screaming from behind 
the text to be the star of the 
whole book, she is obscured 
by Hallett's asking us to care 
about/remember/notice/keep 
straight too many other things: 
characters, plots, and prose 
styles. And sadly, what could 
have been a great joy - it 
certainly has its moments -
becomes a difficult chore. a 
Morgan Murray is a writer and 
designer for The Scope magazine, 
organizer and host of Words in 
Edgewise - a monthly arts and 
academic variety show in downtown 
St j ohn's - a new old home owner, 
and townie art-scene dilettante. 
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NEWFOUNDLAND HISTORY QUIZ BY BERT RIGGS 
Send us your answers to be eligible for a prize. In the event of a tie, the winning entry will be drawn from the best responses. Send your entries to: 
Newfoundland History Quiz, Newfoundland Quarterly, ED4002, Memorial University, St John's, NL A 1 C 5S7, Email: nfq@mun.ca 
Fauna 
1. What is the only small rodent native 
to the island of Newfoundland? 
2. What fur-bearing mammal, native to 
Labrador, was introduced to the island 
of Newfoundland in 1935? 
3. What mammal, native to Labrador, 
is the largest occasional visitor to the 
island? 
4. What mammals, two males and two 
females, were introduced to Brunette 
Island in 1969? 
5. What is the only mammal native to 
the island of Newfoundland to become 
extinct since European contact? 
6. What large mammal was introduced 
to Labrador from Newfoundland in 
1953? 
7. What carnivore was first sighted in 
Newfoundland in 1985 in the Port au 
Port Peninsula area? 
8. Of the 36 species of mammal 
indigenous to the province, how many 
are found only in Labrador? 
ANSWERS TO LAST QUIZ 
The Performing Arts 
1. Which Ted Russell play received a 
first place award from the Institute for 
Education by Radio-Television at Ohio 
State University? 
The Hangashore. 
2. Which Newfoundland communities 
had entries in the first regional festival 
sponsored by the Newfoundland 
Drama Festival Society in 1950? 
StJohn's, Harbour Grace, and 
Corner Brook. 
3. What well-known Newfoundland 
actor, best known for his role as Dr Sid 
Hammerback in the popular television 
series CSI: New York, was actually born 
in Montreal, where his father was 
attending medical schoo 1? 
Robert (Bob) Joy. 
4. Who was the author of the 
Newfoundland-themed operettas The 
Topsail Geisha, The Runaway Girl , from 
Fogo and The Battle of Foxtrap? 
Johnny Burke (1851-1930). 
5. What two Newfoundland theatre 
directors have won the john Hirsch 
Prize for an "emerging theatre director 
who has demonstrated great potential 
in combination with exciting artistic 
vision"? 
Jillian Keiley of Artistic Fraud in 
1998 and Danielle Irvine of First 
Light Productions in 2000. 
6. Hilary Vernon, Leslie Yeo, and john 
Holmes arrived in Newfoundland in 
October 1951 as part of what theatre 
group? 
The London Theatre Company. 
7. Who wrote the stage play As Loved 
Our Fathers? 
Tom Cahill (1929-2006). 
9. What mammal was introduced to 
Newfoundland Dr Wilfred Grenfell in 
1907 in order to provide a source of 
food and to serve as draught animals? 
10. Because of its association with 
a large natural phenomenon, what 
Labrador mammal has become a 
popular subject for editorial cartoons 
in 2012? 
8. What St john's-born actress won 
three Best Actress Awards and three 
Best Supporting Actress Awards 
in N·ewfoundland Regional Drama 
Festivals between 1954 and 1969? 
Flo Patterson (1928-1995). 
9. Who founded the Stephenville 
Festival of the Arts in 1979? 
Maxim Mazumdar (1954-1988). 
10. What Newfoundlander won the 
best actor award for his performance in 
Sea Marks , a production of the Centre 
Stage Players of Avondale, at the 
National Drama Festival in Regina 
in 1990? 
John Ryan. 
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Mystery Photo 104 [3] 
Cyril Courtney, who is 84, went 
to a small school near Nagles 
Hill and Mount Scio Road. He 
said that children who lived 
nearby went there, Protestants 
and Roman Catholics. 
He has given the archives his 
report card for 1 938. It was 
handmade by his teacher, 
Elizabeth Brothers. This was 
Grade 4. She made a report 
card for everyone in her class. 
We are looking for information 
on the school and the teacher . 
In September, 1946, the Churchill Park 'garden suburb' was just over a year old. The streets in the central area had been 
laid out and the first of the houses completed. To promote the development, Brian Dunfield, Chairman of the St John's Housing 
Corporation, took Governor Gordon Macdonald on a tour of the new suburb. These three photos are the outcome of a 'photo 
op' in one of the houses. Dunfield and the Governor are present in all three. But who are the others? And whose house was it? 
Any readers who can supply this information are asked to contact Archives and Special Collections, QEI/ library, MUN. 
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Sound Island , Placentia Bay. Photo by Rev Maxwell Dawe. 
Photo from the Maxwell Dawe Collection, Conference Archives, United Church, St Johns. 
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~ommemorations 
Program 
Publicly recognizing Newfoundland and Labrador's 
· Exceptional People from the Past 
·Outstanding Historic Events 
· Unique Places 
· Distinctive Cultural Traditions and Practices 
·Tradition Bearers 
Nominate an aspect of Newfoundland and Labrador's heritage and culture that YOU value. 
NEW APPLICATIONS WELCOME! 
Next submission deadline: June 15, 2012 
LEARN MORE AT 
www .seethesites.ca/ commemorations 
.. 
N"ewf9 dland 
Labrador 
Fire Down on the Labrador; 1980. Etching and aquatint on wove paper; 87.9 x 61.9 cm. Gift of David and Anita Blackwood, Port Hope, Ontario, 1999. Collection of the Art Gallery of Ontario 99/954. 
